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PRELUDE 


Too  frequently  we  hear  on  the  newscast 
"Now  here's  the  good  news"  —  and  then 
"here's  the  bad  news". 

The  task  of  bringing  our  story  is  not  all 
that  easy.  That  we  have  a  story  of  sixty 
years  of  service  to  summarize  —  that's 
the  good  news.  The  bad  news  is  to  get 
the  story  across  in  four  issues  of  the 
"Field  at  Home"  —  that's  really  a  con- 
densation of  a  beautiful  story. 

In  the  Spring  issue  we  are  featuring 
Father  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  who 
though  one  of  three  co-founders,  was 
the  greatest  contributor  to  our  communi- 
ty- 

"Father  Daly  did  what  he  had  been 
asked  to  do  by  his  Provincial  Superior 
and  the  Archbishop  of  Toronto"  (F.  A.H. 
1972)  Father's  involvement  in  founding 
and  directing  the  Sisters  of  Service  began 
in  1921  and  continued  to  his  death  in 
June  1956. 

Later  issues  will  include  stories  on 
Father  Arthur  Coughlan,  C.Ss.R.,  Arch- 
bishop Neil  McNeil,  Sister  Catherine 
Donnelly;  and  two  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph 
of  Toronto,  Mother  Lidwina  and  Mother 
Othelia,  who  guided  the  new  Communi- 
ty from  1922  to  1928. 

Much  of  the  content  will  be  covered  in 
fifteen  year  episodes  with  highlights  of 
our  apostolic  works. 

Happy  reading! 

Ed 


Highlights  of 
1922-1937 

March  25,  1922:  Catherine  Donnelly 
moved  into  a  house  at  97  St.  Joseph 
Street,  Toronto)  (old  Newman  Hall), 
the  first  Headquarters  of  the  future 
community  of  Sisters  of  Service  of 
Canada. 

Aug.  15,  1922:  Catherine  and  compan- 
ions move  to  2  Wellesley  Place,  which 
was  to  be  the  Motherhouse  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  for  47  years  until  the  sis- 
ters moved  to  the  present 
Motherhouse  at  10  Montcrest  Blvd., 
Toronto. 

Aug.  2,  1924:  Archbishop  Neil  McNeil 
in  the  presence  of  the  first  Sisters  of 
Service  read  the  decree  of  the  canoni- 
cal erection  of  the  new  missionary 
order  and  received  the  vows  of  the 
first  six  sisters:  Sisters  Catherine  Don- 
nelly, Catherine  Wymbs,  Kathleen 
Schenck,  Anne  Geraghty,  Mary 
Burke,  and  Margaret  Guest. 

October  1924:  Volume  1,  No.  1,  of  the 
"Field  at  Home"  was  published  by  the 
Sisters  of  Service  as  a  Quarterly  bulle- 
tin. 

June  17,  1928:  Archbishop  Neil  McNeil 
appointed  Sister  Florence  Regan  as 
Superior  General,  assisted  by  two 
councillors,  Sister  Kathleen  Schenck 
and  Sister  Carmel  Egan.  Sister  Mar- 
garet Guest  was  appointed  as  Novice 
Mistress. 

Aug.  15,  1931:  Sisters  Catherine  Don- 
nelly, Kathleen  Schenck,  Catherine 
Wymbs,  Mary  Burke,  Anne  Geraghty, 
Margaret  Guest,  Florence  Regan  and 
Carmel  Egan  made  Final  Profession. 
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WORKS  STARTED: 

Girls  Residences  opened: 
May  31,  1924  —  4  Wellesley  Place,  To- 
ronto 

April  1925  —  62  Hargrave  Street,  Win- 
nipeg, Manitoba 

Sept.  1925  —  42  Morris  St.,  Halifax,  N.S. 
now  5206  Tobin  Street 

Oct.  1926  —  459  Lagauchetiere  St., 
Montreal.  Later  relocated  at  3424 
Drummond  St.,  and  then  1923  Dor- 
chester Blvd. 

May  1929  —  9919  -  105th  Street,  Edmon- 
ton, Alberta 

Oct.  1929  —  1715  -  West  11th  Ave.,  Van- 
couver, B.C. 

Oct.  1932  —  478  Albert  Street,  Ottawa, 
Ontario. 

TEACHING: 

Aug.  1924  —  Camp  Morton,  Man.  (also 
home  visiting  2  Public  Schools,  nurs- 
ing and  home  visiting). 

Aug.  1930  -  1933  —  St.  Bride's,  Alberta. 
Public  School  and  home  visiting. 

RELIGION  BY  CORRESPONDENCE: 

Jan.  22,  1925  —  11837-85th  Street,  Ed- 
monton, Alberta.  Religion  by  mail 
during  school  year  and  vacation 
schools  in  summer.  In  1968  this  work 
was  transferred  to  the  Daly  Centre  in 
Regina,  Sask.,  operated  by  the  Sisters 
of  Service  at  2220  Cameron  Street. 

Sept.  1934  —  2220  Cameron  Street,  Re- 
gina, Saskatchewan. 


SETTLEMENT  HOUSE: 

Two  Sisters  of  Service  worked  at  Settle- 
ment House  at  131  McCaul  Street,  To- 
ronto, from  1931  until  1933. 

HOSPITALS: 

Our  Lady's  Hospital  Vilna,  Alberta. 

Nov.  18,  1925  —  A  small  rural  hospital, 
was  owned  and  operated  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  until  it  was  sold  to  the 
local  community  in  1971.  Sisters 
taught  in  the  public  school  in  Vilna  for 
two  years  in  the  twenties. 

Dec.  8,  1926  —  In  Edson,  Alberta,  St. 
John's  Hospital  was  set  up  in  a  reno- 
vated abandoned  hospital  —  the  only 
hospital  between  Edmonton,  Alberta 
and  Kamloops,  B.C. 

IMMIGRATION: 

Three  sisters  arrived  in  Halifax  on  Sep- 
tember 4,  1925  to  work  at  the  Port  of 
Halifax.  In  1928  a  sister  from  Montreal 
travelled  to  Saint  John,  N.B.,  a  winter 
port,  and  to  Quebec  City,  a  summer 
port,  to  meet  all  immigrant-carrying  lin- 
ers. Until  1932  this  work  was  under  the 
direction  of  Abbe  Casgrain  who  ap- 
pealed to  the  Knights  of  Columbus  for 
support. 

The  Port  work  did  not  consist  merely 
of  meeting  and  assisting  the  immigrants 
upon  arrival.  Every  individual  or  family 
was  referred  either  to  the  Chancery  Of- 
fice of  the  Diocese  in  which  they  were  to 
reside  or  to  the  Immigration  Convenor  of 
the  local  C.W.L. 
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60TH  JUBILEE 
Motherhouse,  Toronto 


Most  Reverend  R.  B.  Clune,  Auxiliary  Bishop  of  Toronto  and  Vicar  of  Religious  con- 
celebrated  Mass  with  Very  Rev.  F.  J.  Maloney,  C.Ss.R.,  Reverends  Joseph  James, 
C.Ss.R.,  C.  Crusoe,  S.J.,  Chaplain  and  E.  J.  Dowling,  S.J.,  in  the  Motherhouse 
Chapel  on  the  Feast  of  the  Epiphany,  January  3rd,  to  mark  the  occasion  of  the  60th 
Jubilee  of  theS.O.S. 

Bishop  Clune,  in  his  homily  briefly  reviewed  his  association  with  the  S.O.S.  from 
the  time  he  first  met  the  Community  when  he  was  a  curate  of  Lourdes  Parish  and  had 
met  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  The  Bishop  said  that  as  President  of  the  Catholic  Church 
Extension  he  had  visited  the  S.O.S.  missions  in  Northwest  River,  Labrador; 
Moosonee,  Ontario;  Teslin,  Yukon;  and  High  Level  and  Manning  in  Alberta.  The 
Bishop  also  said  the  S.O.S.  were  true  pioneers  and  had  brought  a  new  kind  of  aposto- 
late  to  the  Church  by  going  out  among  the  people. 


Most  Reverend  R.  B.  Clune,  Very  Reverend  F.  J.  Maloney,  C.Ss.R.,  and  Fr.  E.  J.  Dowling, 
S.J.. 

Niagara  Retirement  Manor,  St.  Catharines 

The  Sisters  of  Service  in  St.  Catharines  had  their  celebrations  on  the  1st  January  and 
as  Msgr.  Tonnos  said  in  his  homily  at  the  liturgy  there,  that  it  was  fitting  that  since  so 
many  of  the  pioneer  sisters  were  present,  the  Sisters  in  St.  Catharines  should  lead  in 
the  celebrations.  The  Monsignor  also  paid  special  tribute  to  Sister  Catherine 
Donnelly  who  was  a  member  of  the  congregation  at  Mass. 
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1932-1982 
Golden  Jubilarians 


On  January  21st  the  Sisters  of  Service  residing  at  the  Niagara  Retirement  Manor  in  St. 
Catharines,  Ontario,  celebrated  the  Golden  Jubilee  of  Sister  Mary  Regan,  Sister 
Leona  Rose  was  invited  to  share  in  this  celebration;  and  in  spite  of  the  cold  and 
snowy  weather,  Sister  Hayes  and  Sister  Rose  drove  from  Toronto  to  St.  Catharines  to 
join  in  the  festivities.  Sisters  Regan  and  Rose  are  native-born  Torontonians  and  en- 
tered the  Sisters  of  Service  the  same  day  fifty  years  ago.  Mass  was  concelebrated  by 
Msgr.  A.  Tonnos,  V.G.,  and  Very  Rev.  J.  E.  McHenry,  V.F.  Msgr.  Tonnos  delivered  a 
timely  homily. 

The  celebration  for  Sister  Rose  was  held  at  the  Motherhouse  on  the  19th  January. 
Father  C.  Crusoe,  S.J.  was  the  celebrant  at  Mass  and  delivered  an  appropriate  horn- 
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Sister  Mary  Regan 

Sister  Mary  Regan  has  spent  many  years 
in  Catechetical  work  in  the  Religious 
Correspondence  Schools  in  Regina,  Sas- 
katchewan, and  Edmonton,  Alberta; 
and  in  Religious  Vacation  Schools.  She 
was  Superior  at  the  Girls'  Residence  and 
Religious  Correspondence  House  in  Ed- 
monton. Sister  was  also  missioned  at 
Sinnett,  Sask.,  Christian  Island,  On- 
tario, and  worked  one  year  at  the  Propa- 
gation of  the  Faith  Office  in  Toronto. 
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Sister  Leona  Rose  was  missioned  at  four 
of  our  Girls'  Residences,  —  in  Halifax, 
N.S.,  Montreal,  Que.,  Toronto,  Ont., 
and  Winnipeg,  Manitoba,  prior  to  enter- 
ing the  School  of  Nursing  of  St.  Paul's 
Hospital  in  Saskatoon,  Saskatchewan. 
After  graduation  Sister  Rose  was  on  the 
staff  of  the  S.O.S.  hospitals  in  Vilna  and 
Edson  in  Alberta.  Sister  Rose  does  secre- 
tarial work  on  the  administrative  level  at 
the  Motherhouse.  On  Saturdays  Sister 
as  a  volunteer  visits  and  helps  the  elderly 
at  Fudger  House  where  Father  F.  Mal- 
lon,  C.S.B.,  says  Mass  in  the  non-de- 
nominational chapel. 


Sister  Leona  Rose 


Sister  Agnes  Black 
Aug.  1927  -  Nov.  1981 

Father  C.  J.  Crusoe,  S.J.,  in  his  homily  at 
Sister  Black's  funeral  Mass  referred  to 
the  Pauline  text  which  says:  "I  have 
fought  the  good  fight,  I  have  finished  the 
course,  I  have  kept  the  faith";  adding 
"hers  was  an  apostolate  of  Christ-like  ex- 
ample in  a  world  which  is  more  given  to 
words  rather  than  deeds.  Truly  a  crown 
of  glory  is  laid  up  for  her  in  the  Kingdom 
of  eternal  peace  and  joy." 

Born  in  Forrester  Falls,  Ontario,  Sister 
taught  school  in  Montreal  prior  to  her 
entrance  in  the  Sisters  of  Service  on  Au- 
gust 2nd,  1927. 

Sister  Black  was  missioned  for  many 
years  in  Montreal,  Quebec  and  Halifax  at 
immigration  work  and  also  in  the  Girls' 
Residences.  She  was  Superior  in 
Montreal,  Halifax,  Vancouver,  and  Re- 
gina.  She  taught  at  Christian  Island,  On- 
tario (Indian  mission),  Manning,  Peace 
River,  Ry croft,  Alberta.  i 

Sister  Black  died  on  November  24th  at 
the  Niagara  Retirement  Manor  and  the 
funeral  was  held  from  the  Motherhouse 
in  Toronto  on  the  26th  November. 

Sister  Black's  personal  motto  was 
"God  in  all  things  always,  everywhere". 
I  believe  she  lived  that  motto  every  day. 


We  Have  Served 

April,  May  and  June  Anniversaries 
of  our  deceased  Sisters. 


April  5, 1925 

Angela  Jones 

April  10, 1973 

Stella  Dube 

April  10, 1978 

Agnes  Dwyer 

May  9, 1960 

Ruth  Mill 

May  13, 1981 

Marie  MacDougall 

June  1,1967 

Mary  Anne  Paradis 

June  4, 1954 

Ida  Pickup 

June  6, 1939 

Carmel  Egan 

June  24, 1976 

Eva  Chartrand 

In  confidence  one  day  Sister  told  me  that 
she  promised  God  that  she'd  do  what 
seemed  right  in  His  sight  —  never  to 
favour  self.  She  had  a  motherly  concern 
for  all  the  sisters  in  her  charge  and  the 
girls  who  came  to  live  at  the  Residences, 
or  anyone  who  came  to  the  Sisters  look- 
ing for  help. 

She  tread  a  path  of  love,  generosity 
and  complete  dedication  through  the 
long  years  of  her  religious  life. 
"Life  is  eternal  and  love  immortal 
and  death  is  only  an  horizon, 
and  an  horizon  is  nothing  except 
the  limit  of  our  sight." 

Bede  J  arret  t 


Two  Catechists  Take  a  Rest  Cure 

by  One  of  Them 


That  particular  summer  had  been  a  very 
busy  one.  Sister  Hudon  and  I  had  been 
conducting  Religious  Vacation  Schools 
right  along  in  large  centres  and  doing 
considerable  home  visiting  in  the  eve- 
ning. It  was  interesting  work,  and  apos- 
tolic; it  was  also  physically  exhausting. 
How  pleasant  it  would  be,  we  reflected, 
to  spend  the  last  week  in  a  quiet,  remote 
place  where  we  could  relax  after  class. 
Unexpectedly  our  dream  was  realized. 
True,  the  pastor  was  a  bit  dubious  about 
the  advisability  of  our  living  at  this  par- 
ticular little  mission,  but  we  were  so 
eager  to  go  that  he  gave  in,  albeit  a  bit  re- 
luctantly. 

Early  on  a  Monday  morning,  with  en- 
thusiasm covering  up  our  fatigue,  we 
started  out  on  a  road  that  seemed  to  have 
no  end,  nor  any  reason  for  existing.  Did 
anyone  live  here  at  all,  we  wondered. 
Certainly  no  building,  not  even  a  shack, 
was  visible  until  we  came  to  the  inevita- 
ble turn  in  the  road  without  which  there 
would  be  no  story.  There  in  a  small  clear- 
ing stood  a  poor  little  church,  and  a  few 
yards  from  it  a  hall,  our  home  for  the 
next  few  days. 

The  serene  quiet  of  the  place  enrap- 
tured us.  Like  the  road,  the  clearing  was 
hedged  in  by  a  close-knit  growth  of  deli- 
cately colored  poplar  trees,  extending 
as  far  as  the  eye  could  see,  every  leaf  flut- 
tering and  sparkling  in  the  fresh  morn- 
ing sun. 

Two  trucks  arrived  bringing  children, 
adults  and  house  furnishings.  Im- 
mediately the  place  became  alive  with 
youthful  voices  and  active  young  bodies. 
The  women  gave  us  a  meaningful  look  as 
they  took  out  their  cleaning  equipment. 
We  responded  by  collecting  the  young 
males  and  females  and  leading  them  to- 
wards the  church  for  class. 

At  noon  we  repaired  to  our  new  home. 
The  adults  had  long  since  departed 
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leaving  all  with  a  new  look  of  cleanli- 
ness. The  hall  was  a  long  grey  wooden 
structure  with  a  door  at  either  end. 
Neither  door  had  a  lock.  In  fact,  the  front 
door  was  lying  out  in  the  bushes.  It  was 
replaced  by  a  makeshift  one  of  scantling 
slats  which  scraped  the  cement  every 
time  it  was  moved,  and  whose  hinges 
whined  for  oil.  Two  cots,  one  at  either 
side  of  this  door,  were  obviously  for  us. 
Near  the  back  door  were  the  wood  stove, 
short  blocks  of  cord  wood,  cooking  uten- 
sils, food  and  a  hot  plate.  In  the  centre  of 
the  room  stood  a  table  covered  with  a 
spotless  white  cloth,  and  some  dishes. 
There  were  benches  along  the  walls.  We 
made  a  hasty  lunch  and  returned  to  our 
classes.  In  the  morning  Sister  had  taught 
in  the  church  which  by  noon  resembled 
an  oven.  I  had  the  cool  outdoors  and  the 
ant  hills.  Now,  we  exchanged  locales,  to 
be  blistered  or  nipped  as  circumstances 
provided. 

The  first  few  days  were  as  if  made  to 
order.  Glorious  blue  skies,  bright  golden 
sun,  balmy  breezes.  The  children,  all  liv- 
ing far  from  the  church,  said  their  daily 
farewells  at  five  minutes  past  four  and 
started  for  home.  From  that  time  until 
the  next  morning  we  were  as  isolated  as 
if  we  were  the  sole  inhabitants  of  an  is- 
land. We  cooked  and  wrote  and  read 
until  night  settled  at  8:30,  then  we  went 
to  the  church,  through  the  black  im- 
penetrable night,  to  pray,  rejoicing  in 
our  isolation  and  privacy. 

But  as  the  week  advanced  life  began  to 
lose  some  of  its  radiance.  Word  had  got 
around  to  the  winged  creatures  that  we 
had  arrived  and  were  worth  visiting.  The 
two  sheets  of  thin  plastic  we  had  with  us 
helped  to  ward  them  off  from  the  food 
stored  on  one  table  and  the  dishes  on  the 
other,  but  housekeeping  continued  to  be 
a  problem  as  a  torrent  of  houseflies 
swirled  about  our  faces  and  settled  on 


the  food  in  the  process  of  preparation. 
Dishwashing,  too  had  to  be  carried  on  at 
top  speed.  There  was  the  plunge  into 
soapy  water,  the  rinsing  with  boiling 
water,  the  rapid  drying  and  quick  thrust 
of  each  dish  under  the  plastic  table  cover 
—  all  this  to  outwit  the  hovering  flies. 
(With  two  doors  and  five  windows  open 
and  no  screens,  something  was  bound  to 
come  in,  and  these  flies  formed  the  most 
determined  single-minded  battalion  we 
had  ever  encountered.) 

Most  people  have  heard  of  the  cricket 
on  the  hearth  but  we  could  tell  plenty 
about  the  crickets  in  the  hall.  They  were 
omnipresent,  multitudinous  and  voc- 
iferous. But  they  were  not  the  worst  we 
had  to  contend  with.  There  was  that  hor- 
rific moment  when  I  returned  from  class 
to  find  a  dead  mouse  lying  in  the  centre 
of  the  room.  Dead  mice  nauseate  me. 
They  make  my  flesh  creep.  Sister  bravely 
removed  the  defunct  rodent.  She  is  not 
appalled  by  dead  mice.  Live  mice 
nauseate  her.  They  make  her  flesh  creep. 
I  saw  her  move  the  saucer  of  poison 
mouse  seed  to  a  place  under  her  cot. 

The  nights  too  were  beginning  to  lose 
their  glamour,  especially  as  we  were  not 
sleeping  well.  The  poplar  groves  that 
looked  so  bright  and  friendly  by  day, 
and  deep,  dark  and  lovely  as  the  sun 
went  down,  gradually  became  terrify- 
ingly  black  forests  with  night's  advance. 
The  banging  of  moths  against  the  walls 
wakened  us,  as  well  as  the  ceaseless 
chirping  of  the  crickets,  the  zooming  of 
mosquitoes,  the  howling  of  coyotes,  and 
the  creaks  and  moans  that  could  not  be 
identified. 

There  was  the  night  I  was  aroused 
from  a  fitful  sleep  by  the  rasping  of  the 
front  door  on  the  cement  door  step. 
Drowsily,  I  became  aware  that  Sister  was 
pulling  the  door  back  and  forth.  What 
could  she  be  doing?  And  then  sleep  in- 
tervened. The  next  morning  I  asked 
querulously  (we  were  getting 
querulouser  and  querulouser  with  each 
other  every  day)  "Why  were  you  drag- 
ging that  crazy  door  back  and  forth  in  the 


middle  of  the  night?"  I  had  to  throw  out  a 
dead  mouse",  she  replied,  with  a  very 
pained  look.  "Dead  mouse,  I  shrieked, 
"Where  was  it?"  Her  voice  sounded  as 
pained  as  her  face  looked.  "I  turned  to 
glance  at  the  time  and  there  the  corpse 
lay  beside  the  clock."  "Well",  I  gasped, 
"hadn't  you  better  move  that  poison 
seed  from  under  your  bed.  One  is  likely 
to  die  on  my  side  tonight  and  dead  mice 
positively  nauseate  me." 

"I  know  that  fascinating  tale,"  she  re- 
plied unfeelingly,  "but  live  mice 
nauseate  me  et  cetera." 

The  next  day  we  lost  our  last  loaf  of 
bread  and  what  was  left  of  our  morale.  In 
the  morning  some  of  the  parents,  as 
usual,  called  with  supplies  and  asked  if 
we  needed  bread.  As  it  was  near  the  end 
of  the  week,  Sister  assured  them  that  we 
had  sufficient,  holding  up  an  untouched 
loaf  and  replacing  it,  in  their  sight,  under 
the  plastic  sheet.  At  noon  when  we  re- 
turned to  the  hall  for  our  lunch,  the 
bread  was  missing.  The  children 
suggested  that  a  fox  might  be  the  culprit, 
but  Sister  recalled  hearing  that  an  es- 
caped convict  was  loose  somewhere  in 
that  area.  We  boiled  potatoes  for  lunch 
and  returned  to  class  puzzled  and  wor- 
ried. 

That  night  we  again  made  our  way  to 
the  church  in  the  dark,  I  leading  the  way 
with  a  flashlight  scouting  for  snakes. 
Live  snakes  nauseate  Sister.  They  make 
her  flesh  creep.  I  do  not  mind  live  snakes 
nor  live  mice  (if  they  are  moving  away 
from  me)  but  dead  snakes  and  dead  mice 
nauseate  me  at  cetera. 

We  finished  our  night  prayers  and 
then  Sister  decided  to  remain  to  make 
the  Way  of  the  Cross.  Alone,  I  stepped 
forth  into  the  vast  blackness  of  the  night. 
How  formidable-looking  the  poplar 
woods  had  grown  in  a  short  time;  how 
distant  the  hall  from  the  church.  Sud- 
denly my  blood  froze  in  horror  as  the 
howl  of  coyotes  coming  closer  and  closer 
reached  my  ears.  There  seemed  to  be 
hundreds  of  them  on  the  march.  In  a 
flash  I  was  at  the  hall  door  and  inside  — 
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ALONE!  Why  hadn't  I  run  back  to  the 
church?  Where  was  Sister?  Was  she  dead 
or   alive?    Would    she   Never  come? 

But  at  that  moment,  as  I  afterward 
learned,  Sister  was  standing  transfixed 
with  terror  at  the  13th  station.  The  con- 
viction had  suddenly  possessed  her  that 
the  escaped  prisoner  was  sitting  in  the 
confessional  at  her  back.  She  was  afraid 
to  move  lest  she  get  shot.  It  took  consid- 
erable praying  on  her  part  to  get  the 
courage  to  make  a  dash  for  the  hall.  In 
her  terrified  haste  she  did  not  heed  the 
coyotes. 

When  she  arrived  trembling  and  an- 
noyed because  I  had  left  her  alone,  and 
found  me  trembling  and  annoyed  be- 
cause she  had  been  so  slow  in  coming, 
we  sat  down  and  talked  over  our  present 
danger  and  decided  to  barricade  the  back 
door,  which  opened  inward,  with 
benches  and  cord  wood.  This  might  hin- 
der the  advance  of  coyotes,  foxes  and 
men  with  guns.  Terror  is  exhausting. 
Blissful  sleep  blotted  out  all  conscious- 
ness until  the  dawn  of  the  new  day  — 
our  last  teaching  day  there. 

That  evening,  just  as  we  were  finish- 
ing our  meal,  Sister  suggested  that  we 
light  the  wood  stove  and  burn  the  gar- 
bage. Up  to  that  time  we  had  managed 
with  the  hot  plate.  Following  her  explicit 
directions  I  shook  down  the  ashes,  laid 
the  paper  and  kindling,  and  applied  a 
match.  In  no  time  at  all  the  hall  was  filled 
with  great  clouds  of  black  smoke.  "This 
will  drive  the  flies  and  mosquitoes  out" 
chirped  Sister  in  her  best  pollyanna 
style.  Maybe  it  would.  We  didn't  wait  to 
see.  As  a  swarm  of  disturbed  bees  came 
pouring  in  through  the  back  door,  we 
fled  through  the  front.  It  was  as  good  a 
time  as  any  to  enjoy  the  cool  of  the  eve- 
ning! 

We  returned  to  the  hall  before  the 
darkness  had  settled  and  finished  the 
chores.  A  cold  wind  blew  up  as  the  night 
advanced  and  a  window  fell  with  a  crash 
to  the  floor.  The  trees,  growing  larger 
and  heavier  by  the  minute,  swayed  back 
and  forth  before  the  open  window.  They 
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suddenly  became  a  great  forest,  the 
habitat  of  lions  and  tigers  and  panthers 
eyeing  us  from  the  trees.  We  decided  to 
sit  up  all  night,  and  say  many  rosaries. 
At  1  a.m.  we  changed  our  minds  and 
went  to  bed,  to  sleep  fitfully  until  the 
golden  beams  of  the  sun  wakened  us  to  a 
fresh  new  day. 

First  Holy  Communion  Mass  was  at 
7:30  ante  meridiem,  and  an  hour  before 
that  time  happy  parents  and  children 
began  to  occupy  the  seats  in  the  little 
church.  A  car  flashed  in  from  the  road- 
way carrying  the  pastor.  Holy  Mass 
began  and  in  the  security  of  the  congre- 
gation life  became  normal  again. 

After  Mass  and  much  shaking  of 
hands  and  waving  of  goodbyes  to  the 
pleasant  little  group  we  were  leaving,  we 
climbed  into  the  car  and  were  whisked 
off  to  town.  How  beautiful  the  country 
looked  as  we  sped  on,  how  gentle  the 
woods,  how  safe!  "Pardon  me,  Father?" 
"Oh,  yes,  we  had  a  delightful  time.  We'd 
love  to  return  next  year." 

First  Person  Singular 

"Sister,  I  haven't  any  sins"  —  exclaimed  little 
Jimmy  —  almost  in  tears,  after  the  examina- 
tion of  conscience  held  for  the  First  Commun- 
ion Class. 

"Would  you  like  me  to  help  you"  I  asked. 
"Yes,  Sister." 

"Did  you  ever  talk  back  to  your  Mummy  or 
Daddy?" 

"Oh,  no"  was  the  shocked  answer. 
"Do  you  always  do  what  Mommy  asks?" 
"Oh,  yes!" 

"Did  you  ever  tell  any  little  lies?" 

"Oh,  no,  that's  wrong!" 

"Did  you  ever  talk  back  to  your  teacher  in 
school?" 

"No,  I  just  love  school." 

"Well",  I  was  getting  rather  desperate  now, 
"Is  there  anything  you  do  that's  wrong, 
Jimmy?" 

"Yes",  he  ansered  softly,  "I  worry!" 

Sister  B.  Anstett 


Father  Daly,  Five  Years  After  .  .  . 

byE.  Zink,  S.O.S. 


On  Saturday,  March  3rd,  1956,  Father 
Daly  had  made  his  usual  daily  visit  to  the 
Mother  House.  As  he  waited  for  a  taxi  to 
take  him  back  to  St.  Patrick's  he  said, 
"Tomorrow  we  will  have  a  conference  in 
honour  of  St.  Joseph,  the  Good  Pro- 
vider," whom  Father  had  always  loved, 
revered  and  trusted.  On  the  following 
day,  however,  there  was  no  conference. 
Father  Daly  had  been  taken  to  the  hospi- 
tal during  the  night. 

For  ten  weeks,  Father's  progress, 
though  slow,  seemed  satisfactory.  Then, 
as  he  was  thinking  and  talking  about 
going  home,  his  condition  suddenly  be- 
came critical.  Death,  for  which  he  had 
prepared  so  well  and  to  which  he  had 
looked  forward,  was  imminent.  Father 
knew  he  was  going  to  die  and  the  knowl- 
edge brought  neither  fear  nor  regret.  But 
he  was  endearingly  human  enough  to 
feel  a  touch  of  sadness  at  leaving  the  "lit- 
tle Institute"  to  which  he  had  given  him- 
self so  unstintingly.  "I  am  going  to  die 
and  leave  you  all,"  he  said  to  a  group  of 
Sisters  gathered  at  his  bedside.  And 
tears  shone  in  his  steady  eyes. 

During  his  last  days  he  was,  to  all  ap- 
pearances unconscious.  Yet  his  grasp  on 
a  small  crucifix  never  loosened.  If  by 
chance  the  crucifix  slipped  from  his  hand 
he  groped  around  the  bed-clothes  until 
it  was  given  back  to  him.  When  spoken 
to  he  raised  his  right  hand,  almost 
automatically,  in  a  gesture  of  benedic- 
tion —  a  gesture  which  had  been  charac- 
teristic of  him  always.  "Now,  child,  I'll 
give  you  a  good  blessing." 

Finally,  quietly,  quickly,  peacefully, 
Father  Daly's  great  soul  went  to  God  on 
June  3rd,  1956. 

Now,  five  years  later,  we  dedicate  this 
issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  to  Father 
Daly's  beloved  memory.  We  are  too 
close  to  Father  in  time  to  fully  appreciate 
his  stature.  But  even  now,  to  ponder  his 


writings  is  to  marvel  at  his  vision.  Works 
written  more  than  thirty  years  ago  are  al- 
most uncannily  timely  today.  "Look  at 
big  maps,"  he  often  said,  "take  the  long 
view.  Launch  into  the  deep. "  His  life  and 
his  works  are  concrete  evidence  that  he 
lived  what  he  preached. 


In  this  issue  of  THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
we  try  to  present  Father  Daly  against  the 
background  of  his  home  and  family; 
Father  Daly  as  remembered  by  a  Re- 
demptorist  confrere  and  Father  Daly  as 
he  was  to  the  Sisters  of  Service,  particu- 
larly on  his  visits  to  the  missions. 

Our  efforts  leave  much  to  be  desired, 
we  know.  But  they  are  offered  in  a  spirit 
of  filial  reverence  and  love  for  the  mem- 
ory of  one  who  was,  before  all  and  above 
all,  a  great  priest. 


Reprinted  from  Field  at  Home,  July,  1961. 
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George  Daly  glimpsed  a 

Many-Splendoured  Thing 

byE.  Zink,  S.O.S. 


"Well,"  chuckled  the  doctor  as  he  step- 
ped into  the  room,  "what  have  we  here? 
A  bishop  or  a  priest?" 

The  patient  formed  the  letter  X  across 
the  bed,  as  sleeping  small  boys  do.  Fever 
had  heightened  the  colour  in  his  nor- 
mally rosy  cheeks  and  dampened  the 
reddish-brown  hair  which,  even  in 
sleep,  was  crowned  by  a  green  and  white 
cardboard  biretta.  The  biretta,  fashioned 
by  his  mother  from  a  cereal  box,  and  the 
miniature  altar  at  which  the  little  boy 
"said  Mass"  were  evidences  of  parental 
response  to  a  child's  ideal.  Even  as  a 
small  child  George  Daly  wanted  to  be  a 
priest. 

Few  homes  could  have  provided  more 
fertile  soil  for  the  growth  of  religious  and 
priestly  vocations  than  did  the  Daly 
home.  From  the  biography  of  his  father 
which  Father  Daly  wrote  in  1945  and 
from  the  reminiscences  of  members  of 
the  family,  it  is  possible  to  glean  much 
about  the  character  of  William  Daly  and 
his  wife,  Josephine  Morin.  To  them  the 
words  of  Francis  Thomspon  could  be  ap- 
plied, 

"  O  world  invisible,  we  view  thee, 
O  world  intangible,  we  touch  thee, 
O  world  unknowable,  we  know 
thee, 

Inapprehensible,  we  clutch  thee!" 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Daly  built  their  home  on 
the  strong  foundation  stones  of  faith, 
prayer,  love  and  devotion  to  duty.  Many 
years  later  Father  Daly  wrote,  "The 
building  of  a  Christian  home  is  a  long 
and  slow  process.  It  is  the  work  of  nature 
and  of  grace.  The  parents  are  the  ar- 
chitects. They  give  to  the  home  its  char- 
acter. Their  natural  dispositions,  their 
mental  outlook,  their  Christian  princi- 
ples, are  reflected  in  their  children  .  .  . 
The  life  of  duty  and  religious  worship 
was  no-kill-joy.  Our  home  always  gave 
evidence  to  the  contrary.  Among  our 
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friends  and  relatives  it  was  known  as  a 
centre  of  wholesome  and  joyful  recre- 
ation for  young  and  old  ...  In  that 
serene  atmosphere  of  peace  and  happi- 
ness, the  children,  like  flowers  in  spring, 
opened  their  hearts  to  the  warm  sun  of 
their  dear  parents'  affection.  We  loved 
our  home  and  when  absent  from  it,  we 
yearned  to  return.  We  were  not  angels; 
we  all  had  our  faults  and  made  our  little 
mistakes.  But  not  one  ever  became  a 
source  of  anxiety  or  grief  to  his  parents. " 

The  Daly  children,  all  nine  of  them, 
were  not  angels  but  normal  healthy 
youngsters.  The  boys'  pillow  fights, 
though  wild  and  feathery,  were  tame 
compared  to  the  battles  in  which  knotted 
wet  towels  were  used  as  weapons!  The  T. 
which  was  George  Daly's  second  initial 
could  as  easily  have  meant  Trouble  as 
Thomas.  He  was  neither  disobedient  nor 
unduly  troublesome.  He  was  just  daring 
and  utterly  fearless.  Small,  stocky  and, 
except  for  the  occasional  childish  ail- 
ment, wonderfully  healthy,  he  enjoyed 
life  to  the  full  and  explored  every  possi- 
ble avenue  of  interest.  It  was  at  an  early 
age  that  George  began  that  "launching 
into  the  deep"  which  was  to  be  a  charac- 
teristic of  his  later  life.  Inevitably,  the 
launching  sometimes  landed  him  into 
the  deep  waters  of  parental  disapproval. 

George  was  a  friendly  little  lad.  One  of 
his  great  friends  was  his  father's  cousin, 
Mr.  Henry  Lanning,  Secretary  to  the 
President  of  the  old  Grand  Trunk  Rail- 
way. The  Railway  offices,  at  that  time 
were  close  to  the  bank  of  which  Mr.  Daly 
was  manager.  It  seemed  quite  natural  to 
George  that  he  should  visit  his  friend  on 
Saturday  mornnings  when  there  was  no 
school.  He  would  return  home  beaming, 
his  hands  full  of  the  pencils,  erasers  and 
sundry  other  objects  which  delight  the 
heart  of  a  small  boy. 

"George,"  exclaimed  his  mother,  "you 


know  you  should  not  do  that.  Mr.  Lan- 
ning  is  too  busy  to  be  disturbed.  And  just 
look  at  your  clothes,  and  your  face!"  She 
looked  with  dismay  at  the  well-worn, 
well-mended  play-clothes  which  were 
the  worse  for  several  hours  of  hard  play- 
ing. 

"But  Mother,  he  was  glad  to  see  me," 
reasoned  the  culprit,  who  remained  con- 
vinced that  his  friends  were  always  glad 
to  see  him  as  he  was  to  see  them. 

Little  George  Daly  loved  all  mankind 
—  provided  it  was  man-kind.  For 
women  and  girls  he  had  very  little  use. 
One  time  he  built  a  wonderful  two- 
storey  house  in  the  family  back-yard.  His 
only  worry  was  his  need  of  girls  to  clean 
it  up  for  him.  His  sisters  were  under- 
standably eager  to  inspect  the  structure. 
In  an  excess  of  interest  they  and  their 
friends  entered  en  masse.  The  floor  col- 
lapsed, to  the  disgust  and  extreme  an- 
noyance of  the  architect  and  builder. 

A  quick  temper  was  the  bete  noir  of 
George's  life,  a  difficulty  which  was 
shared  by  his  brother  Joe.  Mrs.  Daly  had 
a  story  of  a  bad-tempered  boy  who,  in 
fits  of  temper,  did  fearful  things  to  his  lit- 
tle dog.  After  one  or  two  tellings  George 
and  Joe  begged  her  to  stop  before  she 
came  to  the  part  in  the  story  where  the 
bad-tempered  boy  actually  killed  his  lit- 
tle dog.  "No,  no,  Mother,  don't  tell  us," 
they  would  beg.  But  the  never-to-be-for- 
gotten lesson  came  at  the  end  of  a  day's 
rebellion  on  George's  part.  When  he 
went  to  his  room  at  bedtime  he  found  a 
scroll  which  his  Mother  had  placed  at  the 
head  of  his  bed.  The  scroll  read  simply, 
"Learn  of  Me  that  I  am  meek  and  humble 
of  heart." 

The  years  passed  quickly  and  with 
their  passing  George  Daly's  inclination 
to  the  priesthood  deepened  and 
strengthened.  At  times  his  mother's 
serene  brown  eyes  would  momentarily 
cloud  as  she  regarded  her  second  son. 
While  a  toddler  he  had  injured  one  eye. 
Frequently  Mrs.  Daly  reminded  him  that 
his  impaired  vision  might  bar  him  from 
the  priesthood.  Invariably  he  answered, 
"If  I  can't  be  a  priest  I'll  be  a  brother." 


The  Daly  family  lived  in  St.  Ann's 
parish  in  Montreal  which  was  in  charge 
of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers.  At  the  time 
of  which  we  speak,  the  Fathers  were  Bel- 
gians. Young  Canadians  who  aspired  to 
the  Redemptorist  vocation  were  obliged 
to  study  in  Belgium.  Despite  the  sacrifice 
involved  in  separation  from  his  loved 
home  and  family,  George  did  not  flinch. 
He  was  encouraged  by  the  pastor  of  St. 
Ann's,  Reverend  Father  Catulle,  C.Ss.R. 
and  by  his  parents.  In  his  book,  My 
Father,  Father  Daly  quoted  this  letter: 
"My  dear  son,  if  you  are  absent  from  us 
today,  you  may  thank  your  fond,  de- 
voted Christian  mother.  Her  solid  piety 
and  the  constant  care  with  which  she 
watched  over  you  impressed  upon  your 
young  and  innocent  heart  in  early  child- 
hood the  love  and  fear  of  God .  You  know 
how  she  could  not  bear  the  least  sign  of 
sin  upon  your  young  heart,  and  how  she 
prayed  for  you  that  God  may  cherish 
that  vocation  to  the  holy  priesthood  in 
your  soul  and  which,  I  trust,  will  con- 
tinue to  grow  until  you  can  stand  at 
God's  holy  altar  to  offer  up  the  spotless 
Lamb  of  the  Holy  Mass  .  .  .  Now,  my 
dear  son,  don't  forget  me  .  .  .  My  heart 
follows  you  every  morning  at  Holy  Mass 
and  when  at  night  we  kneel  to  send  up 
our  prayers,  my  thoughts  are  carried 
across  the  ocean  to  you,  that  God's  bles- 
sing may  always  attend  you  and  you 
may  act  in  all  things  according  to  His 
holy  Will." 

When  the  decision  to  go  to  Belgium 
was  made,  George  Daly  was  fifteen 
years  old  and  a  student  at  Montreal  Col- 
lege. The  rector  of  the  College  was  con- 
vinced that  the  boy  did  not  have  a  voca- 
tion; if  he  did  go  to  the  Belgian  novitiate 
he  would  undoubtedly  leave  and  be- 
come a  wanderer  in  Europe.  The  good 
priest  felt  obliged  to  communicate  his 
opinion  to  Mrs.  Daly  to  whom  it  was  a 
source  of  grief  and  worry.  Devoutly  she 
prayed  that  God's  Holy  Will  be  done. 
Trustingly  she  cast  her  cares  into  the 
arms  of  her  Blessed  Mother.  Many  years 
later  Father  Daly  wrote: 

"As  I  was  packing  my  trunk  Mother 
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came  to  my  room.  After  sewing  the 
miraculous  medal  to  my  scapular,  she 
made  me  solemnly  promise  that  I  would 
never  part  with  it,  and  that  every  day  I 
would  say  three  Hail  Marys  to  Mary  Im- 
maculate. My  Mother  on  earth  confided 
me  to  my  Mother  in  Heaven."  Mrs.  Daly 
also  exacted  a  promise  that  George 
would  immediately  return  to  Canada 
should  he  leave  the  novitiate. 

On  June  28,  1888,  George  Daly  sailed 
from  Montreal.  His  sister  Louisa,  was  a 
pupil  at  Villa  Maria  Convent.  The  aspir- 
ing novice  went  to  the  convent  to  bid  his 
sister  adieu.  With  a  solemnity  which  in 
later  years  evoked  a  good  deal  of  family 
hilarity,  the  neophyte  bade  Louisa  and 
her  friends  goodbye  by  having  them 
kneel  to  kiss  a  large  crucifix  which  he  had 
brought  for  the  occasion. 

The  first  weeks  in  Belgium  were  diffi- 
cult indeed.  Though  fluent  in  both 
French  and  English,  the  young  Cana- 
dian had  no  knowledge  of  the  Flemish 
and  German  which  were  used  in  com- 
mon with  French.  Homesickness  is  al- 
ways heart-sickness  and  can  be  devastat- 
ing to  youth.  When  the  homesickness  is 
endured  in  a  foreign  land  it  is  more  than 
ever  poignant.  (One  wonders  if  his  own 
experience  explains  Father  Daly's 
boundless  compassion  for  New  Cana- 
dians). 

One  evening,  after  weeks  of  suffering, 
George  went  to  the  chapel.  There  as  a 
true  son  of  the  great  St.  Alphonsus,  he 
poured  out  his  soul  to  his  Immaculate 
Mother.  For  a  long,  a  very  long  time  he 
remained  there.  When  he  rose  from  his 
knees  the  struggle  was  over.  In  the  years 
ahead  there  would  be  mountains  of  diffi- 
culty to  cross,  obstacles  to  hurdle,  cross- 
es to  bear,  but  from  that  day  in  1888  until 
his  death  68  years  later,  George  Thomas 
Daly  was  a  dedicated  man.  He  had 
launched  into  the  deep  of  complete  dedi- 
cation. As  a  priest,  a  religious,  a  founder, 
a  writer,  an  administrator,  his  gaze 
never  faltered  from  the  many-splen- 
doured  thing  he  had  glimpsed  in  early 
childhood.  His  dedication  never  wa- 
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vered  from  his  two  great  loves  which 
are,  in  fact,  but  one  —  God  and  the 
Church. 


Father  Daly 


I  met  Father  Daly  for  the  first  time  at  a  re- 
treat he  gave  us  at  St.  Alphonsus  Semi- 
nary in  Woodstock.  Having  given 
priests'  retreats  in  every  diocese  of  En- 
glish-speaking Canada,  Father  Daly  was 
extremely  inspiring  and  helpful.  The 
Church  and  the  priesthood  were  his  life, 
and  the  ideals  he  held  up  before  us  were 
the  ideals  he  followed  all  through  his 
priestly  life. 

His  famous  dictum,  "Look  at  big 
maps!"  told  of  his  own  vision.  As  a 
young  man  he  had  gone  West  to  Regina 
where  the  Redemptorists  were  helping 
Archbishop  Matthieu  at  his  cathedral. 
The  needs  of  the  Church  in  this  new 
country  struck  Father  Daly  like  a  thun- 
derbolt. A  native  of  Montreal  where  the 
Church  was  well  established,  Father 
Daly  had  studied  in  Redemptorist  col- 
leges in  Belgium.  In  fact,  he  went  to  Bel- 
gium as  a  boy  of  fifteen  and  never  re- 
turned home  until  he  came  back  for  his 
First  Mass!  The  contrasts  between  the  es- 
tablished churches  of  Montreal  and  Bel- 
gium and  the  pioneering  of  Regina  made 
a  deep  impression  on  the  thoughtful  yet 
energetic  priest. 

From  the  ferment  of  those  years  in  Re- 
gina came  two  books,  "Catholic  Action" 
and  "Catholic  Problems  in  Western 
Canada."  These  books  reveal  a  keen  ap- 
preciation of  the  situation  and  a  courage- 
ous vision.  Many  of  the  suggestions  of 
those  books  are  only  being  realized  now 
such  as  a  national  Catholic  paper  with 


A  Great  Redemptorist 

Rev.  E.  Kennedy,  C.Ss.R. 


local  editions  for  different  areas  and  na- 
tional and  regional  social  weeks. 

The  Sisters  of  Service,  however,  are 
one  vision  he  was  able  to  bring  to  fulfil- 
ment. And  in  the  Sisters  of  Service  you 
can  see  the  progressive  farseeing  priest 
alive  to  the  new  needs  of  the  Church. 
Sisters  met  the  immigrants  at  the  ports  of 
entry;  Sisters  established  homes  in  big 
cities  for  girls  away  from  home;  Sisters 
began  to  teach  in  one  room  country 
schools;  Sisters  opened  small  mission 
hospitals;  Sisters  taught  catechism  by 
mail  to  children  far  from  Church  or 
priest.  Later  as  new  needs  developed, 
sisters  were  prepared  to  establish  cen- 
ters of  the  Confraternity  of  Christian 
Doctrine  and  to  do  professional  social 
work  in  Catholic  Charities. 

Not  only  was  the  rule  and  work  of  the 
Sisters  to  be  adaptable  to  the  changing 
needs  of  the  people  but  even  their  habit 
was  to  serve  rather  than  hinder  their  ser- 
vice. Years  before  secular  institutes,  the 
Sisters  of  Service  had  a  simple  service- 
able habit.  And  it  was  specifically  pro- 
vided that  this  habit  was  to  be  adapted 
when  changing  conditions  and  customs 
demanded. 

Father  Daly  had  a  good  mind  and 
nourished  it  all  his  life  with  good  read- 
ing. A  subscriber  to  the  first  issue  of 
"America",  he  never  missed  a  copy  for 
almost  fifty  years.  He  gave  his  Sisters  his 
own  respect  for  learning  and  love  of 
good  books.  There  were  always  current 
books  on  his  desk  and  most  of  them 
went  to  the  Motherhouse  library  when 
he  finished  reading  them. 

The  missal,  participation  at  Holy  Mass 
and  liturgical  chant  were  part  of  the  life 
of  the  Sisters  long  before  Mediator  Dei. 
"Sentire  cum  ecclesia"  was  one  of  the 
ideals  of  Father  Daly.  All  the  instructions 
and  encyclicals  of  the  Holy  Father  were 
eagerly  absorbed.  For  the  golden  jubilee 
of  his  priesthood  he  made  a  visit  to  South 
America  and  understood  the  missionary 
problems  we  are  only  realizing  now. 

Perhaps  because  he  himself  was  a 
faithful  member  of  a  religious  communi- 
ty known  for  its  simple  common  life,  he 


gave  to  his  Sisters  a  common  sense, 
down  to  earth  quality  so  useful  for  Sis- 
ters who  were  to  travel  alone  and  face 
new  needs  and  unexpected  situations. 

A  handsome  man  with  keen  yet  kindly 
eyes,  Father  Daly  grew  old  gracefully. 
He  lived  for  over  thirty  years  in  the  same 
plain  room  at  St.  Patrick's,  Toronto.  He 
did  not  hesitate  to  use  modern  conveni- 
ences like  a  car,  a  plane  or  an  electric 
razor.  He  knew  many  of  the  leaders  of 
the  business  and  social  world  and  never 
hesitated  to  ask  them  to  help  his  work  for 
the  Church.  But  none  of  their  luxury  or 
comfort  ever  found  a  place  in  that  room 
furnished  only  with  a  swivel  chair,  a 
large  table  for  a  desk,  a  narrow  bed  and  a 
wardrobe.  Careful  and  neat,  he  was 
happy  to  be  able  to  look  after  himself 
until  his  last  illness. 

In  the  last  few  years,  Father  Daly  was 
tired  and  looked  forward  to  the  end  of 
his  pilgrim  journey.  Even  then  he  never 
lost  interest  in  young  people.  Through 
them  he  kept  young  in  outlook  and  in 
hope.  "Tell  me,  Father"  he  would  begin 
as  he  sought  out  a  younger  Father's 
opinion  or  information  on  a  new  de- 
velopment or  theory. 

For  years  he  was  the  first  to  arrive  each 
morning  in  the  community  chapel  at  St. 
Patrick's.  After  night  prayers  each  eve- 
ning he  made  the  Way  of  the  Cross. 
Nothing  was  too  good  for  the  chapel  or 
the  church.  The  chapel  at  Ste  Anne  de 
Beaupre's  Minor  Seminary,  the  fine 
brass  candlesticks  on  the  main  altar  at  St. 
Ann's,  Montreal,  an  early  Gilles  Beaug- 
rand  chalice  at  the  Sisters'  Motherhouse 
in  Toronto  are  all  loving  signs  of  his  con- 
cern for  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  His 
Father's  House. 

An  indefatigable  correspondent, 
Father  Daly  knew  the  value  of  encour- 
agement. His  letters  were  often  notes  of 
congratulations  or  sympathy  to  con- 
freres and  friends.  Often,  too,  he  would 
send  along  suggestions  and  helpful 
hints  culled  from  his  wide  reading. 

As  superior,  provincial  consultor,  del- 
egate to  the  General  Chapter  in  Rome, 
Father  served  the  Redemptorists  long 
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and  well.  He  was  active  especially  in  the 
difficult  years  of  negotiation  when  the 
Toronto  province  of  the  Redemptorists 
was  formed.  Keenly  interested  in  West- 
ern Canada,  he  encouraged  and  sup- 
ported the  expansion  of  the  Redemp- 
torists in  the  West.  But  he  will  be  best  re- 
membered as  the  keen,  vital  Redempto- 
rist  whose  vision  and  courage  gave  to  the 
Church  in  Canada  a  modern  religious 
family  adapted  and  adaptable  to  the 
needs  of  the  Church  today  and  tomor- 
row. 


Father  Daly 

The  Magnanimous 
Heart 

A.  Walsh,  S.O.S. 


The  Community  was  a  bare  five  years 
old  when  I  entered  the  novitiate  and  met 
for  the  first  time  Father  George  Daly.  His 
letters  had  led  me  to  envision  a  power- 
fully built  rather  austere  person.  But  on 
that  memorable  day  the  one  I  saw  com- 
ing toward  me  with  beaming  smile  and 
outstretched  hand  was  a  short  fatherly 
priest  with  a  thatch  of  white  hair  stand- 
ing straight  up  over  a  high  forehead,  ap- 
praising eyes  and  a  complexion  flushed 
with  pink.  What  a  warmth  of  welcome  in 
the  rich,  vibrant  voice,  what  security  in 
the  handclasp,  what  ease  in  his  pre- 
sence. The  small  man  with  the  apostle's 
energy  and  boundless  determination 
would  stand  out  in  any  group,  and  in  the 
more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  I  had  the 
happiness  of  knowing  him,  his  fascina- 
tion for  people  who  met  him,  regardless 
of  age  or  position,  never  lessened. 

Father  Daly's  first  concern  was  of 
course  our  spiritual  development.  In  his 
little  talks  given  daily  in  the  novitiate 
when  he  was  at  home,  he  pictured  for  us 
the  thousands  of  souls  in  areas  remote 
from  the  church,  in  need  of  our  spiritual 
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help.  We  were  on  fire  to  be  out  and 
doing.  But  with  the  appeal  came  the 
warning:  "Weaklings  will  not  stand  the 
test  of  the  missions.  Your  contact  with 
souls  will  be  fruitful  just  inasmuch  as 
you  are  in  habitual  contact  with  our  di- 
vine Saviour,  no  more,  no  less."  A  sober- 
ing thought  that  did  not  daunt  us  in  that 
spiritually  stimulating  environment. 

Father  Daly  enjoyed  cigars  and  fresh 
ones  were  always  on  hand  on  the  mis- 
sions when  he  arrived  for  his  annual  visi- 
tation. Then,  enveloped  in  their  rich 
fragrance,  he  would  relax  in  an 
armchair,  while  we  sat  around  listening 
to  the  latest  news  about  the 
motherhouse,  the  novitiate,  the  new 
postulants,  the  missions  to  be  opened  in 
the  near  future,  the  work  that  was  calling 
to  be  done  and  the  need  of  more  prayer 
and  sacrifice  on  our  part  for  its  success.  A 
golden  hour  that  seemed  to  have  only  fif- 
teen minutes  in  it. 

Father  Daly's  annual  visitation  of  the 
missions  was  brisk  and  cheerful.  That  he 
did  not  linger  long  in  any  one  place  was  a 
cause  of  regret  not  only  to  the  Sisters  but 
also  to  many  outside  the  Community 
who  desired  to  have  the  consolation  of 
an  interview  with  him.  Inevitably,  as  he 
advanced  in  years  and  the  strain  of  travel 
forced  him  to  make  his  visits  even 
briefer,  the  warning  had  to  be  sent  to  the 
Sisters,  from  the  Motherhouse,  to  keep 
the  exact  date  of  his  arrival  from  every- 
one but  the  local  Ordinary,  lest  his  affa- 
bility be  his  own  undoing. 

If  one  happened  to  be  stationed  on  a 
city  mission  there  was  always  the  possi- 
bility that  one  would  be  among  those 
chosen  to  travel  by  car  with  Father  to  an 
outlying  S.O.S.  house.  Those  matchless 
hours  would  be  filled  with  happy  con- 
versation, much  good  humour,  several 
rosaries,  the  litany  of  the  Saints  for  the 
crops,  and  other  prayers  for  world-wide 
intentions.  Father  moved  from  the  natu- 
ral to  the  supernatural  and  back  again, 
effortlessly. 

His  heart  was  capacious.  "How  many 
charity  cases  have  you?"  he  questioned 
the  Superior  of  a  Residential  Club  during 


the  depression  of  the  thirties.  "Ten",  an- 
swered the  worried  Superior  with  a  sigh. 
"Fine,  fine.  God  bless  you.  Be  good  to 
God's  poor"  he  replied  happily,  thereby 
giving  the  young  superior  new  vision 
and  new  hope. 

His  missionary  zeal  seemed  to  grow 
brighter  as  the  years  went  on.  His  inter- 
est encompassed  the  world.  Once  as  he 
stood  on  the  dock  watching  a  liner  set 
out  for  the  Orient  with  a  group  of  mis- 
sionaries on  board,  he  remarked  with  a 
wistfulness  unusual  for  him:  "How  I 
envy  those  young  priests.  If  I  were 
young  again  I'd  want  to  go  with  them." 
For  although  Father's  immediate  goal  in 
developing  our  Institute  was  the  Cana- 
dian mission  field  he  had  no  intention  of 
finally  restricting  the  work  to  one  coun- 
try. Like  the  Marquis  of  Lome,  he  fre- 
quently admonished  us  to  "Look  at  big 
maps." 

His  concern  for  the  missions  increased 
his  solicitude  for  our  spiritual  and  tem- 
poral welfare.  He  had  a  deep  and  sym- 
pathetic insight  into  the  minds  and 
hearts  of  his  "children",  as  he  liked  to 
call  us.  Did  he  see  a  book  that  would  be 
useful  to  a  nurse  or  catechist  or  teacher 
or  social  worker,  it  would  be  hers  by  the 
next  post.  Did  he  see  an  item  in  a  news- 
paper that  might  amuse  a  downcast  sis- 
ter, it  would  be  clipped  out  and  sent  on. 
How  many  sisters  have  tucked  away  as 
prized  posessions,  cards  from  him  sent 
from  various  parts  of  the  continent:  "I 
met  your  old  pastor  today.  I  told  him 
about  you."  "I  called  on  your  good  par- 
ents" (a  detour  of  perhaps  seventy  miles; 
"Your  former  high  school  principal  was 
asking  about  you. "  Letters  of  congratula- 
tion on  the  smallest  distinction,  letters  of 
sympathy,  letters  of  spiritual  advice  and 
occassionally  of  gentle  rebuke  came 
through  the  mail. 

Father  was  a  perfect  gentleman  of 
course,  but  even  perfect  gentlemen,  as 
they  advance  in  age  are  sometimes 
forgetful  on  the  finer  social  amenities. 
From  the  age  of  sixty-five  he  anticipated 
with  pleasure  his  increasing  years  and 


had  the  illusion  that  we  took  the  same 
enjoyment  from  this  phenomenon  of  na- 
ture. "Child",  he  would  say,  glancing  at 
the  Sisters  surrounding  him  and  letting 
his  eyes  rest  on  one  of  the  group,  "how 
old  are  you  now?"  And  the  particular 
victim,  on  that  occasion,  would  color 
slightly  very  conscious  of  the  alert  ears  of 
those  who  hadn't  been  able  to  guess  her 
age  and  of  the  two  priests  who  had  dri- 
ven Father  out  to  the  mission,  and  gasp 
in  a  wintry  voice:  "Just  turned  forty- 
three,  Father. "  Getting  on,  child,  getting 
on"  he  would  remark  with  satisfaction, 
blissfully  unaware  of  her  disconfiture 
and  the  relief  of  others  who  had  escaped. 

Father  never  left  the  missions  without 
giving  us  a  sense  of  our  importance  of 
the  work  in  hand  I  do  not  think  he  ever 
hinted  that  he  was  disappointed  in  us; 
but  with  the  insight  that  comes  with  age 
and  experience  I  am  sure  that  at  times  he 
was.  He  had  such  great  dreams  of 
achievement  for  the  Church;  he  himself 
was  so  competent  and  brave;  we  so  inex- 
perienced and  timid.  No  doubt  with 
Chaucer  he  sometimes  murmered:  "God 
knows  I  have  an  ample  held  to  plow  and 
feeble  oxen."  But  the  magnanimous 
heart  kept  its  own  counsel. 
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What  about  Tomorrow? 

Today  a  word  must  be  chosen  —  tomorrow,  a  way  of  life 


School  days  are  almost  over.  Convents 
and  colleges  will  soon  be  deserted.  With 
cap  and  gown  many  young  women  will 
proudly  and  smilingly  pass  from  the  lec- 
ture halls  of  their  Alma  Mater  into  the 
broad  world.  For  them  it  will  be  com- 
mencement day  in  the  university  of  life. 
Facing  the  various  paths  which  open  be- 
fore the  graduate  many  a  young  girl  is 
now  asking  herself,  "What  about  tomor- 
row?" 

Tomorrow  means  life  in  all  its  serious- 
ness, with  all  its  possibilities  of  failure  or 
success,  with  its  inevitable  relations  with 
eternity.  Tomorrow  is  that  stretch  of 
years  that  life  between  school  days  and 
death,  and  give  to  life  its  usefulness,  its 
full  meaning.  For  life  is  but  a  realization 
of  the  ideals  of  youth.  The  fulness  and 
value  of  its  years  depend  on  the  ideals 
that  direct  and  support  them. 


Of  all  the  ideals  that  appeal  to  youth 
none  is  more  appealing  to  the  en- 
thusiasm, ambition  and  generosity  of 
youth  than  that  of  "service."  It  implies 
the  absorption  of  life  in  a  worthy  cause. 
And  when  service  means  a  life  dedicated 
to  God,  to  Church  and  Country,  life  itself 
is  lifted  to  its  highest  plan. 

The  missionary  endeavour  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  fulfills  this  ideal.  They,  life 
their  Divine  Master,  "have  come  to 
serve". 


G.  Daly,  CSs.R. 


If  interested  please  write: 
Sister  Joan  Schafhauser, 
10  Montcrest  Blvd., 
Toronto,  Ont.  M4K  1)7 
Tel.  416:  461-7558 

Reprinted  from  Field  at  Home  April  1962 
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Guitar  Camp  1981 

by  Anita  Hartman 


During  the  summer  of  1981  a  total  of  126 
folk  players  spent  their  holidays  at  guitar 
camps.  These  were  held  on  three  loca- 
tions, and  each  enjoyed  a  unique  flavor, 
but  all  were  rich  in  friendliness,  fun, 
prayer  and  song.  I  have  been  offering 
guitar  camps  for  the  past  seven  years, 
and  am  grateful  for  all  the  help  I  have  re- 
ceived from  the  SOS  and  my  family 
members  who  live  in  the  western  pro- 
vinces. Their  support  has  included  ev- 
erything from  advice  and  parties  to  the 
loan  of  vehicles  and  campers. 

Each  day  at  camp  we  spend  four  hours 
in  session,  studying  guitar-playing  tech- 
niques. At  11:30  a.m.  we  move  to  the 
camp  chapel  or  outdoors  for  the  celebra- 
tion of  the  Eucharistic  Liturgy.  By  Sun- 
day the  group  is  prepared  to  lead  the 
music  in  the  local  Church  for  the  parish 
congregation.  Midweek  a  talent  show  is 
staged  for  all  invited  guests,  and  here  the 
campers  have  an  opportunity  to  share 
their  favorite  entertainment.  No  one 
goes  home  from  a  talent  night  without 


knowing  a  new  joke,  a  new  skit  and  a 
new  song. 

Until  this  year  I  have  lived  in  the  west, 
and  have  been  able  to  answer  letters  of 
inquiry  and  accept  pre-registrations 
from  prospective  members.  But  now  this 
responsibility  will  be  given  to  local  camp 
co-ordinators.  For  the  coming  year  these 
will  be  Mrs.  Irene  Dechant,  Manning, 
Alberta;  Mr.  Norm  Zacharuk,  Grande 
Prairie,  Alberta;  and  Deacon  Tim  Zeigler 
assisted  by  Sister  Leona  Trautman,  Re- 
gina,  Sask.  Along  with  the  paper  work 
the  local  co-ordinators  take  care  of  the 
camps  while  in  session,  seeing  to  their 
preparation,  supplies  and  supervision. 

The  following  is  a  "peek  in"  on  Camp 
O'Neill  as  described  by  Sister  Leona 
Trautman  who  attended  the  session  last 
summer  and  learned  her  first  four 
chords: 


Hawk  Hills  Guitar  Camp 
Summer  '81 


Difficulties  Dissolved,  Food  Multiplied 

by  Leona  Trautman,  S.O.S. 


In  the  beginning  many  of  the  48  students 
strummed  their  guitars  from  music 
books  laid  on  the  floor  or  on  benches.  It 
was  unsatisfactory  so  inquiries  were 
made  about  music  stands.  Presto!  next 
day  the  camp  truck  arrived  loaded  with 
music  stands  —  on  loan  from  a  local  high 
school. 

Talent  night  loomed  up  and  all  won- 
dered how  the  bleakness  of  the  recre- 
ation hall  could  be  made  festive.  Stream- 
ers, flags!  the  need  was  mentioned  and 
behold,  in  strolled  the  camp  directress 
with  an  armful  of  colored  flags?  Photos 
of  Talent  Night  were  a  "must",  but  who 
had  a  camera  for  such  a  task?  The  Mis- 
tress of  Ceremonies  reported  that  her 
husband  was  a  photographer  and  would 
be  glad  to  take  the  pictures  during  the 
program. 

It  was  hoped  that  a  pot-luck  supper 
could  be  served  somehow  for  all  those 
present  at  the  closing  Mass  on  Sunday, 
August  23.  The  students  were  happy  to 
donate  any  food  they  had  left  from  their 
week's  supply.  It  was  a  modern  miracle 
of  multiplication  of  food.  The  volunteer 
cooks  set  to  work  on  the  conglomeration 
of  foods  which  mounted  up  that  morn- 
ing. By  Mass  time  there  were  scads  of 
everything.  On  the  menu  were:  soup, 
salads,  cold  cuts,  macaroni,  stew,  and 
desserts  of  every  kind.  There  were  jugs 
of  iced  tea,  though  there  was  no  coffee, 
lacking  a  coffee  maker. 

The  table  setters  lamented  the  lack  of 
cups  and  cutlery  in  serving  so  large  a 
crowd.  Shouts  of  joy  went  up  when  a 
box  of  plastic  cutlery  followed  by  the 
arrival  of  packages  of  styrofoam  cups 
and  a  coffee  urn. 

At  the  end  of  the  meal  came  another 
cheer  as  a  team  of  dishwashers  took  up 
their  task.  After  feeding  over  a  hundred 
people  there  was  enough  food  to  fill 
many  baskets.  These  fragments  were 
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thankfully  gathered  up,  as  in  scripture, 
so  that  nothing  was  left  to  waste. 

Unlike  the  "Multiplication  of  the 
Loaves",  this  crowd  returned  home 
happy  for  having  shared  as  a  community 
in  the  Eucharistic  banquet  as  well  as  in 
the  'pot-luck'  meal. 

The  S.O.S. 
in  the  East 

Viola  Mossey,  S.O.S. 


On  November  14, 1981,  20  students  from 
the  Gambo  area  met  at  the  Parish  house 
for  retreat  as  a  preparation  for  the  Sacra- 
ment of  Confirmation. 

The  retreat  was  under  the  direction  of 
Father  Larry  George,  Pastor,  assisted  by 
Geraldine  Maloney,  Grade  7  teacher,  Sa- 
cred Heart  School,  Gambo,  Sisters  Mar- 
garet Ready  and  Adua  Zampese  from 
the  Religion  Correspondence  School  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  Clarenville. 
The  main  theme  for  the  day  was  "Open- 
ess  to  the  Spirit";  an  awareness  of  where 
the  Spirit  is  leading,  a  recognition  of 
what  the  Spirit  calls  each  to  become  and 
the  strength  the  Spirit  gives  to  the  con- 
firmed Christian  for  fulfilling  one's  mis- 
sion in  life. 

The  models  presented  at  this  time 
were  some  modern  day  Apostles, 
Mother  Teresa  of  Calcutta,  Jean  Vanier 
of  L'Arche,  France,  and  Sister  Catherine 
Donnelly,  Co-foundress  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  who  demonstrate  Christian  love 
in  action.  The  film,  "A  Touch  of  Light", 
was  viewed  and  discussed.  This  is  a 
touching  portrayal  of  Jean  Vanier's  work 
with  the  handicapped  people.  The  mes- 


sage  made  a  deep  impression  on  every- 
one assembled  since  Miss  Maloney  had 
visited  Jean  Vanier's  L'Arche  Communi- 
ty and  shared  her  impressions  with  us. 

After  lunch  the  students  gathered  for  a 
Penitential  Service,  private  prayer  and 
reading  of  scripture  as  well  as  an  oppor- 
tunity to  receive  the  Sacrament  of  Recon- 
ciliation. 

Because  of  the  spirit  of  prayerfulness 
and  recollection  throughout  the  entire 
day,  the  students  entered  into  the  cele- 
bration of  the  liturgy.  As  a  fitting  climax, 
the  retreat  closed  with  the  celebration  of 
the  Eucharist. 


CULL'S  HARBOUR 

A  week  later  on  the  21st,  a  similar  retreat 
was  held  at  Cull's  Harbour,  under  the 
leadership  of  Carmel  Doyle,  Religious 
Consultant  to  the  Roman  Catholic 
School  Board,  Gander,  and  Sisters  Mar- 
garet Ready  and  Adua  Zampese.  The 
day  began  with  prayer  and  the  reading 
of  the  Scripture.  The  theme  was  "Chris- 
tian Witness".  A  filmstrip  entitled  "They 
are  My  People"  was  shown.  It  told  the 
story  of  Mother  Teresa  and  how  she  re- 
sponded to  the  call  to  witness  as  a  Chris- 
tian among  the  poor.  Father  George  con- 
cluded the  morning  session  with  a  Pene- 
tential  Service  and  the  Celebration  of  the 
Sacrament  of  Penance. 

After  lunch  some  parents  joined  the 
group.  The  film  "Please  Come"  was 
shown.  The  power  of  the  Eucharist  in 
our  lives  was  the  message  of  this  film. 
Ideas  were  later  symboilized  on  a  banner 
made  by  the  students  and  hung  in  the 
church  at  Gambo  for  the  celebration  of 
the  liturgy  and  the  Sacrament  of  Confir- 
mation. These  people  who  came  from 
scattered  communities  and  who  scarcely 
knew  one  another,  were  already  witnes- 
sing to  the  gifts  of  the  Spirit.  They  shared 
their  thoughts,  worked  together,  and  all 
in  a  spirit  of  joy  and  love. 

On  November  26th,  in  the  Parish 
Church  at  Gambo  the  students  received 
the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation,  from 


Bishop  Faber  MacDonald.  In  his  homily 
the  Bishop  encouraged  the  congregation 
to  use  the  gifts  God  had  given  them,  to 
love  and  serve  each  other. 

After  the  liturgy  the  clergy  and 
parishioners  were  invited  to  the  Church 
Hall  for  refreshments  and  to  the  Gym  for 
the  presentation  of  certificates  to  the 
Confirmands.  This  was  followed  by  a 
Community  Concert. 


A  social  after  retreat  at  Gambo. 
Confirmands 


Cull's  Harbour  —  Nov.  21/81  —  Retreat 
Confirmands  working  on  a  banner. 
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GRAND  FALLS 

To  commemorate  the  125th  anniversary 
of  the  Diocese  of  Grand  Falls,  the  theme 
chosen  for  the  year  was  "One  Family  in 
Christ".  In  keeping  with  this  theme 
Father  George  planned  to  bring  the 
whole  parish  together.  In  spite  of  incle- 
ment weather  and  treacherous  roads, 
families  from  the  three  missions  of  Cull's 
Harbour,  St.  Vincent's-Dover  and  Wes- 
ley ville  joyfully  participated. 

In  renewing  the  past  year  we  became 
aware  that  it  is  God  who  brings  us  to- 
gether and  helps  us  to  respond  to  Him. 

On  December  22nd  Sister  Helen 
Hayes,  Superior  General  from  Toronto, 
arrived  to  spend  Christmas  with  us. 
Then  on  Christmas  Eve  arrived  Sisters 
Lita  Camozzi  and  Anita  Hartman  from 
Bishops  Falls,  and  later  that  night,  Sister 
Joan  Coffey  from  Labrador. 


L.  to  R.  Donald  Kelly,  Gambo;  Jerome 
Lewis,  Sandringham;  Mary 
Brown,  Sandy  Cove. 


LITTLE  HEARTS  EASE  AND 
GOOSEBERRY  COVE 

On  Christmas  Eve  we  joined  Father 
Wayne  Cummings  and  his  parishioners 
from  Little  Hearts  Ease  and  Gooseberry 
Cove.  Our  Christmas  visitors  were 
happy  to  share  their  musical  talents  and 
joined  Lome  Whalen,  seminarian,  in  the 
singing  and  playing  of  Christmas  Carols 
and  parts  of  the  Mass. 

On  Christmas  Day,  Father  T. 
Campbell,  C.Ss.R.,  was  the  celebrant  at 
11:30  a.m.  Mass  in  the  Clarenville 
Church.  The  sisters  joined  the  choir  then 
and  again  on  the  27th  at  the  Sunday 
Liturgy  in  Cull's  Harbour. 


Little  Hearts  Ease  Church 
Christmas  '81 

Sisters  L.  Camozzi  &  Anita  Hartman 


The  Sisters  returned  to  their  missions 
on  the  29th  and  we  were  back  to  our 
daily  routine.  Then  it  was  storm  after 
storm.  We  know  however  that  our  read- 
ers across  Canada  and  the  U.S.A.  have 
also  experienced  much  the  same,  which 
incidentally  brings  us  much  closer  to 
them  in  spirit. 
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Love  Was  the  Cure 


by  E.  Zink,  S.O.S. 


"He  hasn't  a  chance,"  the  doctor  said, 
though  usually  an  incurable  optimist 
about  his  patients. 

"If  he  had  oxygen  .  .  .,"  his  voice 
trailed  off. 

We  had  tried  to  give  oxygen  through  a 
fine  tube  in  one  nostril  but  the  tube  had 
caused  too  much  restlessness.  Our  eigh- 
teen-bed  hospital  did  not  have  an  oxy- 
gen tent. 

I  looked  at  the  nine-month-old  bundle 
of  frightened  misery.  He  had  been 
brought  to  us  that  morning  by  the  nurse 
from  the  near-by  Indian  reservation.  She 
had  picked  him  up  as  she  had  found 
him,  his  little  body  encased  in  moss,  and 
wrapped  around  with  dirty  blankets. 
Basil  had  pneumonia  complicated  by 
serious  malnutrition. 

His  black  eyes  looked  back  at  me, 
fright  and  misery  in  their  depths.  I  hated 
the  thought  of  his  dying.  He  seemed  to 
ask  something  of  us,  something  we 
should  be  able  to  give. 

"I'll  stay  with  him,"  I  told  the  other 
nurse  on  duty. 

"But  what  can  you  do?" 

"I  don't  know,"  I  replied,  "but  I'll  stay 
with  him." 

I  stood  by  the  crib  in  which  he  was 
propped  on  pillows  to  make  laboured 
breathing  less  laboured,  Spontaneously 
I  pulled  a  chair  over,  picked  him  up  and 
sat  down.  Cradling  him  in  my  arms  I 
rocked  gently  back  and  forth. 

My  arms  ached  when  finally  the  black 
eyes  lost  something  of  their  fright,  but  I 
continued  to  hold  him.  We  gave  him  an- 
tibiotics and  concentrated  vitamins.  We 
fed  glucose  and  water  into  his  tissues. 
Like  all  of  his  race  he  endured  without 
complaint. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  the  doctor  tele- 
phoned for  a  report.  He  was  almost  in- 
credulous when  told  that  the  baby  was 
still  alive. 


"Try  to  give  him  some  nourishment  by 
mouth,"  he  advised. 

It  was  evening  when  I  gently  laid  Basil 
back  in  his  crib.  He  had  taken  some  milk, 
only  four  ounces,  but  that  was  some- 
thing. His  temperature  had  dropped 
from  106  degrees  to  103.  He  looked  com- 
forted rather  than  comfortable  and  his 
eyelids  dropped. 

When  the  doctor  came  in  to  make  eve- 
ning rounds  the  baby  was  sleeping. 

"What  did  you  do?"  the  doctor  asked. 

"I  don't  know, "  I  replied,  "I  think  I  just 
loved  him  until  the  antibiotics  could  take 
hold.  It  must  have  been  love." 

The  doctor  looked  at  me  oddly  for  a 
moment. 

"You  may  be  right,"  he  said  quietly,  as 
he  left  the  ward. 
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Teaching 

Christian  Island,  Camp  Morton,  Nlirsill 
Sinnett,  Rycroft  Peace  River,  Manning     Edson,  Vilna 


The  rural  districts  of  Western  Canada  are 
the  special  field  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
There,  in  rural  schools,  the  fully  qual- 
ified S.O.S.  teacher  makes  a  notable  con- 
tribution to  the  religious,  intellectual  and 
social  life  of  her  students  and  of  the  en- 
tire community. 

In  addition  to  her  qualifications  as  a 
teacher  of  the  secular  branches  of  study, 
the  Sister  of  Service  has  been  trained  in 
methods  of  teaching  religion.  In  this  area 
she  strives,  by  every  means  possible,  to 
instil  in  the  hearts  of  her  charges  a  love 
for  Christian  ideals  and  practices.  It  is 
her  privilege,  by  precept  and  example,  to 
develop  in  them  a  loyalty  to  their  glori- 
ous Christian  heritage. 

Nor  is  the  religious  teacher  satisfied 
with  the  work  done  in  school.  She  sup- 
plements it,  wherever  possible,  by  visits 
to  the  homes  and  this  contact 
strengthens  the  bond  between  parent, 
child  and  teacher.  Very  often  these  visits 
provide  an  opportunity  for  giving  much 
needed  religious  instruction  to  parents 
and  older  members  of  the  family. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  striven 
through  the  years  to  teach  where  the 
need  of  the  Catholic  children  appears  to 
be  the  greatest.  In  public  schools  the  Sit- 
ers  do  not  wear  their  cross  or  cap,  thus 
forestalling  any  objection  to  a  religious 
habit  in  a  public  school. 

There  are  so  few  teachers  for  so  many 
needs.  Children  absorb  religion  as  a 
flower  absorbs  dew  —  if  they  are  given 
the  opportunity! 


Many  years  ago  Father  Daly  wrote: 
"Through  the  mystery  of  suffering,  the 
nursing  sister,  like  the  priest,  gets  very 
close  to  the  human  soul. 

"The  corruptible  body  is  a  load  upon 
the  soul  and  the  earthly  habitation  pres- 
seth  down  the  mind.'  writes  the  Author 
of  the  Book  of  Wisdom.  In  the  full  vigour 
of  health  this  load  is  not  felt.  But  when 
sickness  comes,  when  pain  and  suffer- 
ing have  shattered  our  bodily  frame,  the 
soul  rises  to  the  surface.  The  temporal 
outlook  on  life  pales  into  insignificance 
and  the  vision  of  eternity  slowly  breaks 
on  the  horizon.  This  is  the  nursing  sis- 
ter's opportunity.  And,  indeed,  how 
many  soul  will  owe  their  eternal  salva- 
tion, their  return  to  the  faith  of  their  bap- 
tism, their  conversion,  to  her  kind 
ministrations,  her  tempered  reproach 
and  timely  advice." 

In  their  small,  rural  hospitals  S.O.S. 
nurses  do  the  actual  bedside  nursing 
themselves.  Thus  they  adhere  to  the 
ideal  of  direct,  personal  contact  with 
souls  which  is  the  feature  of  their  aposto- 
late.  How  great  is  the  influence  of  the  re- 
ligious nurse  in  her  ministrations  to  the 
sick,  how  great  the  possibility  for  doing 
good,  how  close  her  work  to  the  heart  of 
Christ  Who  said,  'For  as  much  as  you 
have  done  to  the  least  of  these,  my  bret- 
hren, you  have  done  it  to  me.'  God  alone 
can  write  the  "high  romance"  of  our  little 
mission  hospitals,  God  alone  knows 
what  a  bulwark  they  are  to  the  Church. 


Service  in  Joy 


I  sought  the  LORD,  and  he  answered  me 
and  delivered  me  from  all  my  fears. 

Look  to  him  that  you  may  be  radiant  with  joy 
and  your  faces  may  not  blush  with  shame. 

Ps.  34:5-6 
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Catechetical  Work 

Edmonton,  Regina,  Fargo 


Sisters  of  Service  teach  religion  by  mail 
from  three  religious  correspondence 
schools.  Father  Daly  conceived  the  idea 
of  correspondence  schools  in  religion. 
He  contended  that  since  the  mail  had  be- 
come a  means  of  promoting  the  social, 
educational  and  political  interests  of  the 
world,  the  Church,  too,  could  make  use 
of  it  to  carry  her  saving  doctrine  to  those 
scattered  Catholics  who  are  out  of  touch 
with  the  educational  and  sacramental  fa- 
cilities of  an  organized  parish. 

Not  only  do  the  children  benefit  by  the 
lessons,  often  parents,  and  even  grand- 
parents, are  brought  back  to  the  practice 
of  their  religion  by  these  "Messengers  of 
the  King"  coming  into  their  homes.  In 
the  words  of  one  Western  Bishop,  "The 
amount  of  good  done  by  the  correspon- 
dence courses  in  religion  conducted  by 
the  Sisters  of  Service  would  alone  justify 
the  existence  of  the  Community." 

During  the  summer  months  every 
available  Sister  is  sent  out  to  teach 
catechism  in  religious  vacation  schools. 
Travelling  the  highways  and  byways  of 
the  West,  alone  or  in  pairs,  the  Sisters  go 
from  one  small  mission  to  another, 
spending  a  week,  ten  days  or  two  weeks, 
depending  on  the  circumstances,  the 
need,  and  the  number  of  children.  Liv- 
ing with  families  in  the  districts  where 
they  teach,  the  Sisters,  like  true  mis- 
sionaries adapt  to  whatever  conditions 
they  find. 


Residential  Clubs 

St.  John's,  Halifax,  Montreal,  Ottawa, 
Toronto,  Winnipeg,  Saskatoon, 
Edmonton,  Vancouver 


Residential  Clubs  for  young  working 
girls  are  another  aspect  of  social  work  in 
which  the  Sisters  of  Service  are  engaged. 
This  work  was  originally  started  to  pro- 
vide a  home  for  the  large  number  of  girls 
coming  from  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  in 
search  of  domestic  employment.  The 
character  of  the  Residential  Clubs, 
changes,  somewhat,  with  the  ebb  and 
flow  of  the  tide  of  immigration.  The 
work  goes  on,  however,  whether  the  re- 
sidents are  from  overseas,  Canadian 
girls  away  from  their  own  home,  or  both 
—  as  is  usually  the  case  today. 

In  a  homelike  atmosphere  the  Sisters 
act  as  counsellors  and  friends,  the  girls 
are  helped  to  adjust  to  their  new  envi- 
ronment, helped  to  find  employment  if 
necessary,  encouraged  to  make  friends 
with  other  young  Catholics  and  given  a 
well-balanced  religious,  social  and  edu- 
cational programme.  There  is  daily  Mass 
and  daily  Family  Rosary  for  those  wish- 
ing to  avail  themselves  of  these  advan- 
tages. Recreational  activities  include 
dramatics,  glee  club  and  athletics.  Dis- 
cussion clubs  in  religion,  English-lan- 
guage classes  for  newly  arrived  immig- 
rants, and  handicrafts  form  an  educa- 
tional programme. 

To  many  girls  the  Residential  Clubs 
are  a  haven  and  a  home.  Indeed  for 
many  girls  whose  young  lives  have  been 
spent  almost  entirely  in  refugee  camps, 
the  Club  is  the  first  and  only  real  home 
they  have  ever  known. 
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from  the 


Behind  cold  facts  are  many  stories  of  adventure,  love,  trust  and  "joy  in  service". 

I  quote  here  from  a  letter  from  Father  G.  J.  Ehman,  CSs.R.  sent  to  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice on  the  occasion  of  the  Silver  Jubilee  of  Edson  Hospital. 

"Would  it  be  a  violation  of  the  privacy  of  your  celebration  if  I  were  to  extend  my  sin- 
cere congratulations  on  the  25th  anniversary  of  your  hospital  at  Edson?  And  if  I  were 
to  add  the  hope  that  you  may  nurse  many  bodies,  to  heal  many  souls  for  many  more 
years  to  come?  It  is  a  great  work  surely,  especially  in  a  district  where  people  some- 
times flee  to  hide  not  only  from  men  but  also  from  God,  as  if  that  were  possible. 

Let  them  plunge  if  they  will  into  the  green  depths  of  spruce  and  pine  and  cotton- 
wood  which  surround  them  on  all  sides  like  a  sea;  one  day  they  will  crawl  out  or  be 
carried  out  to  the  hospital  that  waits  patiently  for  them  to  give  back  not  only  health  of 
body  but  also  of  soul.  So  the  work  goes  on  through  the  instrumentality  of  your  good 
Sisters;  may  it  be  an  encouragement  to  them  that  it  is  so,  and  may  they  become  saints 
in  so  doing  ..." 

And  so  it  is  with  all  our  works  —  Teaching,  Social  Service,  Immigration,  Public 
Health,  Residences,  Catechetics,  or  whatever,  there  is  much  that  is  not  written  ex- 
cept in  the  heart  of  Christ,  our  Redeemer. 

In  Joe  Wise's  Wind  Song  (in  part): 

T  knew  another  man, 

no,  wait  I  think  that  it  was  a  woman 

gently  built  her  life  and  limb  on  you  and  yours. 

The  winds  all  tried  to  take  her, 

spin  around  and  then  forsake  her. 

She  was  rock  though  and  she  stood  to  love  again." 


We  wish  you  the  Easter  Joy  of  building  your  life  and  limb  on  YOU  AND  YOURS. 


Christianity  has  died  many  times  and  risen  again;  for  it  has  a  God  who  knew  the  way 
out  of  the  grave. 

G.  K.  Chesterton 


Increase  your  face  value  —  wear  a  smile! 
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HE  LEADETH  ME 

In  pastures  green? 
No  not  always, 

sometimes  He  who  knoweth  best 
in  kindness  leadeth  me  in  weary  ways, 
where  heavy  shadows  be- 
Out  of  the  sunshine,  warm  and  soft  and  bright- 
Out  of  the  sunshine  into  darkest  night. 
I  oft  would  faint  with  sorrow  and  afright; 

Only  for  this- 
I  know  He  holds  my  hand. 
So  whether  in  green  or  desert  land  I  trust, 
Although,  I  do  not  understand. 

And  by  still  waters? 

No  not  always- 
Oftimes  the  heavy  tempests  round  me  blow 

And  o'er  my  soul  the  waves  and  billows  go. 
But  when  the  storms  beat  loudest 

And  I  cry  aloud  for  help- 
The  Master  standeth  by  and  whispers  to  my  soul: 

"Lo  it  is  I" 
Above  the  tempest  wild  I  hear  Him  say 
"Beyond  the  darkness  lies  the  perfect  day, 

In  every  path  of  thine  I  lead  the  way". 
So  whether  in  the  hilltops,  high  and  fair,  I  dwell- 

Or  in  the  sunless  valleys,  where  the  shadows  lie- 
What  matter? 
He  is  there,  and  more  than  this- 

Where  ere  the  pathway  leads 
He  gives  to  me  no  helpless  broken  reed- 
But  His  own  hand-sufficient  for  my  need. 
So  where  He  leads  me  I  can  safely  go 

And  in  the  blest  hereafter 
I  shall  surely  know 

Why  in  His  Wisdom  He  has  led  me  so- 
Praise  His  Name. 

Eva  Kornacki 
Niagara  Retirement  Manor. 
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from  the 

"Thank  God!  .  .  .  For  the  fruitful  years  that  are  past  .  .  .  For  the  waiting  years 
ahead." 

Sixty  years  of  service!  Anniversaries  of  this  kind  make  us  think  back  on  the  past, 
with  much  nostalgia  and  gratefulness  for  the  accomplishments,  the  friendships,  the 
successes,  and  failures.  And  we  look  ahead  and  wonder  about  the  future  —  what  is 
ahead?  We  cannot  fail  to  see  that  the  expansion  and  growth  of  the  Institute  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service,  is  due  largely  to  the  generosity  of  benefactors;  all  those  who  have 
helped  by  prayer,  personal  service,  monetary  donations,  and  promotion  of  the  apos- 
tolate  through  the  years. 

It  is  thoughts  like  these  that  strengthen  our  faith  in  our  fellow  Canadians  as  well. 

In  an  editorial  written  about  forty  years  ago,  Father  Daly  wrote  a  Profession  of 
Faith  for  Canadians: 

FAITH  in  Canada's  Past  that  the  courage  of  the  pioneers  and  the 
spirit  that  achieved  Confederation  and  linked  a  continent,  have 
laid  strong  foundations  for  national  greatness  and  unity. 

FAITH  in  the  Present  in  the  part  Canada  is  playing  to  save  the 
world  from  tyranny. 

FAITH  in  the  Future  believing  Canada  is  destined  to  exert  an  ever- 
increasing  influence  in  World  Affairs,  and  in  the  shaping  of  to- 
morrow, when  many  will  turn  to  Canada  with  New  Hope! 

Our  FAITH  is  a  FAITH  in  a  LAND  WE  LOVE,  in  her  people, 
noted  and  obscure,  with  whom  we  daily  rub  shoulders,  by  whose 
effort,  sacrifice  and  creative  vigour  the  greater  Canada  of  tomor- 
row will  be  built. 

Blessed  Mother  Marie  Rose  Durocher 

With  a  deep  sense  of  gratitude  the  Sisters  of  Service  join  with  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy 
Names  in  rejoicing  at  the  beatification  of  the  Foundress  of  the  Holy  Names  Congre- 
gation. When  the  Sisters  of  Service  first  went  to  Camp  Morton,  Manitoba,  (the  first 
S.O.S.  mission),  the  Holy  Names  Sisters  at  St.  Mary's  Academy  in  Winnipeg  were 
sisters  indeed  to  the  fledgling  community.  Their  hospitality  was  unbounded,  their 
care  in  times  of  illness  was  limitless,  they  have  continued  to  the  present  to  be  good 
and  true  friends  to  the  S.O.S.  It  is  fitting  that  we  should  assure  them  of  our  happiness 
in  their  happiness  that  their  Blessed  Foundress  has  been  signally  honoured  by  the 
Church. 
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Highlights  of 
1937-1952 


Pentecost  Sunday,  1937,  will  go  down  in 
the  History  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  as  a 
remarkable  and  memorable  date.  For  the 
first  time  the  Sisters,  assembled  in  a  Gen- 
eral Chapter,  have  elected  their  Superior 
General  and  her  Councillors.  The  Rever- 
end Sister  Margaret  Guest,  who  for  the 
last  nine  years  was  Novice  Mistress,  was 
the  choice  of  the  delegates  as  their 
Superior  General.  Sisters  Florence 
Regan  and  Carolyn  Albury  were  chosen 
as  Councillors.  Sister  Florence  Regan 
was  the  first  Sister  General  and  had  been 
"appointed"  to  that  office  by  His  Grace, 
the  Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

The  spiritual  exercises  of  a  five  day  re- 
treat were  given  by  the  Reverend  Arthur 
Coughlan,  C.Ss.R.,  who  for  so  many 
years  had  mothered  the  young  Institute. 

In  a  list  of  honours  bestowed  by  Pope 
Pius  XI  on  representative  members  of 
the  laity  of  Toronto  Archdiocese  were 
the  names  of  several  benefactors  of  the 
missionary  works  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. Senator  Frank  O'Connor  and  Mr. 
Justice  Kelly  were  elevated  to  rank  of 
Knight  Commander  of  St.  Gregory  the 
Great;  the  Cross  "Pro  Ecclesia  et  Pon- 
tifice"  were  bestowed  on  Dr.  J.  M.  Ben- 
nett, Dr.  St.  Charles,  Charles  Gillooly, 
Misses  Florence  Boland  and  Ina  Larkin; 
while  the  Papal  Medal  "Bene  Merenti" 
was  awarded  to  Miss  D.  McCarron. 

In  a  letter  received  from  Archbishop  of 
Toronto,  His  Eminence,  James  C.  Cardi- 
nal McGuigan,  we  learned  that  His  Holi- 
ness, Pope  Pius  XI,  gave  his  "lasting  and 
most  willing  blessing"  (libenter  et  per- 
manenter)  to  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  His  Excellency  brought  back  the 
Holy  Rule  that  has  been  under  study  by 
the  Roman  Congregation  of  Religious 
Orders. 

Of  the  first  General  Chapter  Father 
Daly  wrote:  This  first  General  Chapter 
closes  the  "pioneer  period  of  the  history 
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of  the  S.O.S.  We  who  have  followed  at  a 
close  range  wish  to  pay  a  tribute  to  the 
first  sisters  who  "staked  their  all"  on  this 
great  apostolic  venture.  To  them  the  In- 
stitute owes  a  debt  of  gratitude  and  ad- 
miration. For  after  the  grace  of  God  and 
the  loving  hand  of  Divine  Providence,  it 
is  to  their  courage  and  faith  that  the 
Order  owes  its  very  existence.  May  they 
live  long  to  see  their  faith  and  hope  re- 
warded a  hundred  fold!" 

On  October  5th,  1940,  Father  Daly  cel- 
ebrated his  50th  year  in  the  Order  of  the 
Most  Holy  Redeemer  with  a  High  Mass 
in  the  Sisters  of  Service  Motherhouse 
Chapel.  His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII  bes- 
towed on  Father  Daly  the  Cross  "Pro 
Ecclesia  et  Pontifice"  on  the  occasion  of 
Father's  Golden  Jubilee. 

The  S.O.S.  Second  General  Chapter  was 
held  in  July  1943.  Sister  Margaret  Guest 
was  re-elected  Superior  General,  and 
Sisters  Mary  Quinn,  Carolyn  Albury, 
Florence  Regan  and  Frances  Church 
were  elected  Councillors. 

The  Third  General  Chapter  was  held  in 
July  1948.  Sister  Mary  Quinn  was  elected 
as  Superior  General;  and  Sisters  Florence 
Regan,  Carolyn  Albury,  Agnes  Dwyer 
and  Florence  MacNeil  as  Councillors. 

A  celebration  was  held  at  the  Mother 
House  in  September  1948  to  mark  the 
50th  Anniversary  of  Father  Daly's  ordi- 
nation to  the  priesthood. 


APOSTOLATES  —  PUBLIC  SCHOOLS 

Public  Schools  in  Berlo,  Manitoba,  Au- 
gust 1937  to  1965;  Marquis  and  Bergfield, 
Saskatchewan,  August  1938  to  1943;  Sin- 
nett,  Sask.,  August  1940  to  1969;  Dunve- 
gan,  Alberta,  September  1937  to  1945. 

From  November  1941  to  1968,  two  Sis- 
ters of  Service  operated  an  Indian  Day 
School  on  Christian  Island  in  the  Geor- 
gian Bay,  Ontario. 


The  Sisters  operated  a  Dormitory  and 
taught  in  the  Public  School  at  Rycroft, 
Alberta  from  1944  to  1972.  In  Peace 
River,  Alberta,  from  September  1950  to 
1968,  the  Sisters  taught  in  the  Separate 
School  and  did  Parish  visiting. 

RELIGION 

The  Sisters  of  Service  from  August  1939 


to  1963,  were  engaged  in  Religious  Cor- 
respondence work,  family  visiting,  cen- 
sus-taking and  social  welfare  in  Fargo, 
N.D.,  U.S.A.;  and  in  Grand  Forks,  N.D. 
from  July  1963  to  1969. 

Two  S.O.S.  taught  in  the  Separate 
School  in  Wexford,  Ontario  from  1939  to 
1947,  under  the  Diocesan  Religious  Edu- 
cation program. 


First  General  Chapter  —  May  16, 1937 

Back:  I  to  r.  Sisters  E.  Chartrand,  G.  Walsh,  A.  Dwyer,  M.  Fitzmaurice,  M. 
Barton,  M.  Muldoon 

2nd  row:  M.  Shostak,  F.  Church,  C.  Donnelly,  A.  Brunning,  M.  Quinn,  C. 
Wymbs,  T.  Chisholm,  P.  Williams 

Front:  K.  Schenck,  C.  Albury,  M.  Guest,  Father  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  F. 
Regan,  C.  Egan  and  A.  Black. 


GIRLS'  RESIDENCES 

In  April  1942,  a  residence  was  opened  at 
943  Saskatchewan  Crescent  E.,  in  Saska- 
toon, for  University  Students.  The  Sis- 
ters also  worked  as  Social  Workers  there. 

In  1941  new  premises  in  Halifax  were 
added  as  a  means  to  provide  at  least  a 
minimum  of  comfort  for  the  girls  who 
sought  the  shelter  and  friendliness  of  an 
S.O.S.  Girls'  Residence.  The  new  house 
stands  on  the  site  on  which  the  first  Mass 
was  offered  in  Halifax  which  the  sisters 
regarded  as  a  mark  of  God's  special  be- 


nediction on  their  work  in  the  city  of 
Halifax,  Nova  Scotia. 

Also  in  1941,  a  purchase  was  made 
from  the  Lord  Athelstan  Estate  of  the 
house  adjoining  the  building  occupied 
on  Dorchester  Street,  in  Montreal, 
Quebec.  Within  the  walls  of  this  building 
girls  found  a  "home"  away  from  home.  It 
was  a  great  source  of  comfort  for  parents 
to  know  that  their  daughters  found  a 
home  impregnated  with  the  faith  and 
morals  they  have  known  since  child- 
hood. 


4 


1928  —  First  S.O.S.  Administration 

/.  to  r.  Sisters  Carmel  Egan,  Margaret  Guest,  Florence  Regan  and  Kathleen 
Schenck. 


Saskatoon's  newest  school 

Named  for  Sister  Ann  O'Brien 

by  Marikay  Falby,  Communications,  Saskatoon 


Saskatoon  —  The  Catholic  Board  of 
Education  honored  one  of  Saskatoon's 
pioneer  social  workers  March  10  when  it 
officially  opened  its  newest  elementary 
school  and  named  it  Sister  O'Brien 
School. 

Known  to  hundreds  of  people  from  all 
walks  of  life,  Sister  Ann  O'Brien  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  served  as  executive  di- 
rector of  Catholic  Family  Services  from 
1946  to  1976,  when  she  retired. 

The  new  school  is  located  in  the  Silver- 
wood  Heights  area  and  will  serve  the 
newest  northern  area  of  Saskatoon,  an 
area  which  is  rapidly  expanding.  By 
naming  it  Sister  O'Brien  School,  the 
Catholic  board  is  honoring  one  of  the 
city's  Catholic  pioneers  in  this,  Saska- 
toon's centennial  year. 

Sister  O'Brien's  work  with  the  people 
of  Saskatoon  is  what  legends  are  made 
of.  Her  door  was  always  open  to  every- 
one regardless  of  color  or  creed,  and  her 
prudent  counsel  was  sought  by  the  great 
and  small  alike.  In  her  30  years  of  ser- 
vice, she  became  a  well-known  figure 
both  on  the  streets  and  in  the  halls  of 
government,  seeking  out  aid  for  people 
who  came  to  the  Catholic  Welfare  Coun- 
cil, as  the  agency  was  originally  known. 

Sister  O'Brien  has  a  lively  sense  of 
humor,  as  well  as  the  ability  to  make  a 
few  caustic  comments  when  a  situation 
or  an  individual  called  forth  her  ire. 

A  native  of  Montreal,  Sister  O'Brien 
served  as  a  Sister  of  Service  in  Winnipeg 
and  in  Edson,  Alberta,  before  coming  to 
Saskatoon.  From  1961  until  her  retire- 
ment she  was  attendance  officer  for  the 
Saskatoon  Separate  School  Board.  She 
now  lives  in  the  Sisters  of  Service  Retire- 
ment Home  in  St.  Catharines,  Ontario. 

Prior  to  the  blessing  of  the  school  by 
Bishops  James  Mahoney  and  Andrew 
Roborecki,  the  guests  heard  a  special  tri- 
bute to  Sister  O'Brien  from  Sister  Helen 


Hayes,  Sister  General  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service. 

Walter  Podiluk,  director  of  education 
for  Catholic  schools,  said  a  showcase  will 
be  set  aside  to  house  the  awards  won  by 
Sister  O'Brien  over  the  years.  Among 
them  are:  the  City  of  Saskatoon  Distin- 
guished Public  Service  Award,  1966;  Sas- 
katoon's 60th  birthday  Citizen's  Award, 
1966;  Kiwanis  Club  Award  for  outstand- 
ing work  in  the  community,  1967;  Inter- 
national Association  of  Cosmopolitan 
Clubs  Award  for  Community  Service, 
1968;  Knights  of  Columbus  State  Ecu- 
menical Award,  1973;  and  Saskatoon's 
Citizen  of  the  Year,  1974. 

On  her  retirement  in  1976,  the  board  of 
Catholic  Family  Services  and  other  pub- 
lic spirited  citizens  established  the  Sister 
Ann  O'Brien  Scholarship  Fund,  open  to 
residents  of  Saskatchewan  registered  in 
a  masters  or  a  doctrinal  program  in  social 
work.  In  Saskatchewan's  Jubilee  Year  of 
1980,  Sister  O'Brien  was  honored  by 
being  numbered  among  the  Notable  Sas- 
katchewan Women  1905-1980. 


Sister  Ann  O'Brien 


O'BRIEN  CRESCENT,  TERRACE 
AND  COURT 

O'Brien  Crescent,  Terrace  and  Court  are 
in  Silverwood  Heights  and  were  named 
for  Sr.  Ann  O'Brien. 

Sr.  O'Brien  because  of  her  services 
over  and  beyond  the  call  of  duty,  became 
a  legend  in  her  time.  In  tribute  to  her 
work  the  Catholic  Family  Services  has 
set  up  in  her  memory  a  Scholarship  Fund 
which  provided  $1,000  annually  to  stu- 
dents who  are  desirous  of  obtaining  a 
Masters  degree  or  a  Doctoral  degree  in 
social  work  in  a  recognized  University. 

Streets  and  Roads  of  Saskatoon 
Saskatoon,  April  8,  1982 

WHAT  THE  CHILDREN  AT  SISTER 
O'BRIEN  SCHOOL  SAY 

Dear  Sister  Ann  O'Brien 
We  had  a  school  opening  and  it  was  fun. 
We  had  a  guitar  player  and  a  trumpet 
player.  Too  bad  that  you  weren't  feeling 
good  enough  to  come.  We  had  a  fun  day. 
There  was  a  puck  shoot  and  a  bean  bag 
throw.  This  year  Saskatoon  is  100  years 
old.  I  have  two  older  sisters  and  their 
names  are  Kyra  and  Kerry  and  one  older 
brother,  and  his  name  is  Kirby.  My  sis- 
ters always  drive  me  nuts. 

I  play  hockey.  My  team  is  called  the 
BLAZERS.  I  play  with  my  brothers  team 
and  I  am  the  youngest  on  the  team.  I 
have  a  cat  named  Tickerbell  and  she  is 
fat.  I  would  like  to  meet  you  someday. 

Yours  truly 
Kent  Schumacher 

Dear  Sister  Ann  O'Brien, 
How  are  you?  I'm  fine.  If  you  noticed  I'm 
new  here.  I  come  from  Uranium  City.  I 
like  this  school.  Everyone  says  your  a 
nice  person.  I  wish  I  could  see  you  per- 
sonly.  I  wish  I  could  say  more  but  I  can't. 

Yours  truly, 
Ted  Corpus 
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Dear  Sister  O'Brien, 

How  are  you?  I  don't  know  you  very 
much,  but  I  did  see  you  on  T.V.  I  wish 
you  were  at  our  school  opening.  My 
name  is  Kelly  Kozak  and  I  have  2  sisters 
named  Tanya  and  Kim,  Tanya  is  7  and 
Kim  is  3,  I'm  9.  We  had  a  skate-a-thon  at 
our  school  but  I  was  sick  for  it.  The  cause 
to  raise  money  for  our  school. 

I  here  you  are  sick  I  hope  you  get  better 
soon.  At  our  opening  there  were  2  sisters 
representing  you,  but  I'm  sure  they 
aren't  as  good  as  you.  That's  all  I  have  to 
say. 

Yours  truly, 
Kelly  Kozak 

Dear  Sr.  Ann  O'Brien, 

Hi!  We  had  a  penny  race.  The  5,  6,  7  got 
one  row  and  a  little  bit.  The  gr.  2  got  one 
row  and  a  half.  The  Kingergarten  got 
one  row.  The  l's  got  half  way.  The  3,  4's 
got  three  rows  and  a  little  bit.  We  were 
the  winners.  Then  we  had  to  pick  them 
up.  We  were  the  last  ones  out.  In  my 
family  I  have  one  sister  and  one  brother 
and  a  dog  and  my  mom.  We  have  one 
car. 

See  you  soon, 
Scott  Kinnee 

Dear  Sr.  O'Brien, 

Too  bad  you  couldn't  come  to  the  open- 
ing of  our  new  school.  We  had  a  very 
good  time.  I  had  two  pieces  of  cake  and 
so  did  my  little  brother  and  dad. 

We  heard  a  lot  about  you  at  the  open- 
ing and  wished  you  could  have  been 
here. 

All  the  people  saw  you  on  a  video-re- 
corder when  you  were  given  the  award 
and  it  was  repeated  twenty  times. 

I  like  the  abbreviation  for  the  school.  It 

isS.O.S. 

Yours  truly, 
Chris  Millard 


Love 


We  Have  Served 

July,  August  and  September  Anniver- 
saires  of  our  deceased  Sisters. 


Aug.  3, 1969  Winnif  red  Ingrouville 

Aug.  21,1963  Irene  Faye 

Sept.  12, 1960  Eveleen  Donnelly 

Sept  25, 1943  Mary  Rodgers 


by  Gordon  Reid  —  Reprinted  from 
"Notes  of  the  North"  with  permission  of 
the  author 


Love  Is  Many  Things  —  the  trees,  the 
flowers,  friends,  family,  a  kitten,  the  first 
snowfall  but  to  over  hundreds  of  kids  in 
Northern  Alberta,  love  was  found  in  a 
delightful  teacher,  Sister  Florence  Marie 
MacDougall.  Just  spend  an  hour  in  Sis- 
ter's classroom  and  see  the  love  radiating 
both  ways. 

Sister  MacDougall  was  born  in  An- 
tigonish  County,  St.  Joseph's  Parish, 
N.S.  She  taught  school  until  1943.  Then 
she  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

In  1949  she  came  to  teach  in  the  Spirit 
River  School  Division  at  Rycroft,  the 
Peace  River  School  Division  at  Manning 
and  Peace  River  and  for  8  years  has 
taught  in  the  Fort  Vermilion  School  Divi- 
sion at  High  Level. 

Sister  MacDougall  has  not  missed  one 
day  of  School  since  coming  to  High  Level 
in  1969  and  we  suspect  that  she  is  past 
the  normal  retirement  age. 

How  lucky  that  our  youngsters  could 
have  had  the  love  of  this  dear  teacher. 


Sr.  Marie  MacDougall  with  an  admiring  stu- 
dent, George  Gervais 


We  have  a  few  openings  in  the  vin- 
eyard. Come  labor  with  us.  The 
hours  are  long.  The  pay  is  low.  All 
we  promise  is  the  opportunity  to 
help  others  and  a  quiet  pride  in 
your  work.  A  few  people  will  even 
thank  you.  One  will  be  eternally 
grateful.  His  name  is  God. 


Work  at  the  Ports 

Halifax,  Saint  John,  Quebec,  Montreal 


Shortly  after  the  foundation  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service,  it  was  decided  that  the 
work  would  be  more  effective  if  Catholic 
immigrants  were  met  at  the  Ports,  so  that 
their  first  contact  in  a  strange  land  would 
be  Catholic.  Accordingly,  multi-lingual 
sisters  meet  the  immigrants  as  they  ar- 
rive in  Halifax,  Saint  John,  Quebec  and 
Montreal. 

The  Sister  of  Service  has  become  a 
familiar  figure  at  the  docks,  where  she 
waits  to  greet  the  new  arrivals.  Like  a 
sentinel,  she  stands  on  guard  extending 
a  warm  hand  or  welcome  to  the  Catholic 
stranger  as  he  faces  the  great  unknown 
in  a  new  country.  So  familiar  is  the  grey- 
clad  figure  at  our  ports  of  entry  that 
many  newcomers  have  been  advised,  by 
friends  or  relatives  already  in  Canada,  to 
watch  for  her  on  arrival.  How  com- 
pletely these  frightened  and  homesick 
strangers  trust  themselves  to  the  care  of 
the  Catholic  Sister  who  speaks  their  lan- 
guage! No  matter  how  eager  they  are  to 
come  to  Canada,  no  matter  how  free 
their  decision,  this  is  still  a  foreign  coun- 
try peopled  by  foreigners.  That  they 
should  be  fearful  on  arrival  is  only  natu- 
ral. 

The  S.O.S.  port- workers  form  a  liaison 
between  the  immigrant  and  diocese  to 
which  he  is  destined.  Notification  of 
each  immigrant's  arrival  is  sent  to  the 
chancery  or  immigration  office  of  the 
diocese  concerned.  In  this  way,  a  con- 
tinuous contact  between  Church  and 
newcomer  can  be  maintained. 

—  F.A.H. 

For  many  years  the  tide  of  immigration 
ran  strong  and  the  shores  of  Canada  be- 
came for  thousands,  from  the  British 
Isles  and  Continental  Europe,  the  land  of 
their  choice  and  the  country  of  their 
adoption.  Undoubtedly  the  losses  to  the 
Faith,  especially  in  the  West,  were  great. 


To  meet  this  problem,  so  far-reaching  in 
its  consequences  for  both  Church  and 
country,  the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  was  founded.  The  need  of  the 
hour  prompted  new  venture  in  mission- 
ary institutes,  for  the  life  of  the  Church, 
like  all  life,  is  a  continual  adjustment  to 
environment. 

The  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  is  a 
work  of  preservation  and  reclamation. 
Like  their  Divine  Master  they  have  come 
to  serve  the  most  abandoned  souls 
through  the  direct  or  contact  apostolate. 
To  preserve  the  missionary  character  of 
their  work  and  to  ensure  direct  contact 
with  souls,  the  Institute  does  not  accept 
large  schools,  hospitals,  orphanages,  et 
cetera.  S.O.S.  missions  will  always  be 
small. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  do  not  wear  the 
traditional  religious  habit.  They  travel 
and  work  alone  when  necessary.  They 
are  willing  to  forego  Holy  Mass  and  the 
Sacraments  if  by  so  doing  they  can  give 
spiritual  aid  to  underprivileged  souls.  To 
them  belongs,  in  a  special  way,  the 
privilege  of  seeking  out  the  lost  sheep 
and  of  bringing  them  back  to  the  arms  of 
the  Good  Shepherd.  _  p  a  i-i 


Biographical  Sketch  of  Father  Coughlan 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.  —  F.A.H.  July  1943 


Father  Coughlan  was  born  in  New  York 
City  on  December  23,  1868,  the  son  of 
Mary  Roche  and  Arthur  Coughlan.  His 
father  died  when  he  was  five  years  of 
age,  leaving  the  upbringing  of  five  chil- 
dren to  their  mother.  His  mother  was 
unfailing  in  her  encouragement  of  his 
desire  to  become  a  priest. 

When  only  eleven  years  old  Arthur 
Coughlan  went  to  the  Redemptorist  pre- 
paratory college,  St.  Clement's,  at  Ilches- 
ter,  Maryland.  He  later  studied  at  St. 
Mary's  College  in  North  East,  Pa.,  and 
the  Redemptorist  novitiate  at  Annapolis 
Md.,  where  on  August  27,  1887,  he  pro- 
nounced his  holy  vows.  He  was  or- 
dained to  the  priesthood  at  Ilchester, 
Md.,  on  December  7,  1892,  by  the  illus- 
trious Cardinal  Gibbons,  who  ordained 
more  men  than  any  other  American 
Bishop. 

PUBLIC  CAREER 

During  his  early  public  career,  Father 
Coughlan  was  professor  of  English  at  St. 
Mary's  College,  North  East,  Pa.,  was  at- 
tached to  the  mission  band  at  Saratoga, 
N.Y.,  and  the  parishes  of  Our  Lady  of 
Perpetual  Help  in  New  York  and  St.  Al- 
phonsus  in  Baltimore.  It  was  in  Balti- 
more in  1913  that  he  received  his  first 
Canadian  assignment.  The  English- 
speaking  Canadian  Redemptorists  were 
then  a  part  of  the  Baltimore  Province  of 
the  Congregation. 

A  request  had  arrived  from  the  Ar- 
chbishop of  Toronto  for  the  Redem- 
ptorists to  devote  themselves  to  the  care 
of  all  the  Italians  in  the  capital  of  Ontario. 
Father  Coughlan,  being  conversant  with 
the  Italian  tongue,  was  appointed  for 
this  work.  Here  he  labored  in  a  field  that 
later  developed  into  three  parishes.  He 
was  exceptionally  loved  by  these  people. 
In  1915  he  was  made  rector  of  St.  Pat- 
rick's Church,  Toronto,  then  the  centre 
of  a  flourishing  parish,  and  was  at  the 
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same  time  elevated  to  the  office  of  secret- 
ary consultor  to  the  vice-provincial. 

In  1918  Canada  and  Newfoundland 
were  erected  into  a  separate  English- 
speaking  province  of  the  Redemptorists, 
and  since  Father  Mulhall,  its  first  provin- 
cial, began  soon  after  to  fail  in  health, 
Father  Coughlan  had  to  do  most  of  the 
administrative  work,  being  officially  ap- 
pointed provincial  in  1920.  Rather  than 
heed  the  requests  of  Archbishops  and 
bishops  to  take  over  new  foundations, 
he  preferred  to  consolidate  with  his  lim- 
ited number  of  priests,  limiting  himself 
to  the  acceptance  of  two  new  founda- 
tions, one  at  Victoria,  B.C.,  and  the  other 
at  Edmonton,  Alberta.  The  hierarchy  of 
Canada  held  him  in  great  esteem,  and  it 
is  known  he  was  considered  more  than 
once  for  a  bishopric,  but  tactfully  shun- 
ned such  honor.  In  Toronto,  especially, 
he  was  a  most  welcome  guest  in  many  a 
rectory,  and  was  consulted  frequently 
on  many  important  questions. 


CANADIAN  HIGH  LIGHTS 

Among  other  highlights  of  Father 
Coughlan's  career  as  provincial  of 
Canada  were  his  call  to  Rome  for  the 
general  chapter  of  1931;  his  establish- 
ment of  a  temporary  seminary  for  Cana- 
dian Redemptorists  at  Montreal;  and, 
with  the  hearty  approval  of  Archbishop 
McNeil  of  Toronto,  his  founding  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  to  care  for  neglected 
and  fallen  away  Catholics  in  the  great 
Canadian  West.  He  appointed  Father 
George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  to  devote  himself 
especially  to  this  sisterhood,  and  the  suc- 
cess of  the  latter  justly  earned  for  him  the 
title  of  co-founder. 

In  1927  what  was  practically  three 
terms  as  provincial  were  ended,  and 
Father  Coughlan  desired  that  another 
take  over  his  office,  which  desire  was  re- 
spected by  the  superior  general  in  Rome. 
He  was  then  appointed  rector  of  St.  Pat- 
rick's parish,  the  only  English  speaking 
parish  in  Quebec  City.  Here  his  splendid 
tolerance  gained  him  universal  respect, 
and  he  numbered  among  his  friends 
many  of  the  non-Catholic  people. 

It  was  not  long  after  this  that  the  Re- 
demptorists obtained  a  permanent  semi- 
nary at  Woodstock,  Ontario,  taking  over 
a  former  Baptist  College,  and  in  1930 
Father  Coughlan  was  appointed  the  first 
rector  of  this  institute.  To  his  duties  as 
head  of  the  seminary  were  added  those 
of  professor  of  moral  and  pastoral  theol- 
ogy- 

Upon  the  completion  of  two  terms  of 
office  at  Woodstock  in  1935,  Father 
Coughlan  received  a  welcome  respite 
from  his  labors,  and  was  transferred  by 
the  superior  general  back  to  his  native 
American  province,  being  assigned  first 
to  North  East,  Pa.,  as  spiritual  director  of 
a  number  of  sisterhoods.  Finally  he  was 
transferred  to  his  native  New  York,  first 
to  St.  Cecilia's  and  then  to  what  he  called 


"dear  old  St.  Alphonsus  parish".  It  was 
there  that  he  died  on  May  27th,  1943. 

IN  MEMORIAM 

The  Very  Reverend  Father  Arthur 
Coughlan,  C.Ss.R.,  died  in  New  York  on 
May  27th.  Death  came  suddenly  while 
he  was  praying  in  the  Oratory  before  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  He  who  had  loved 
his  Divine  Master  so  sincerely  and  had 
served  Him  so  faithfully  was  called  to  his 
reward  while  kneeling  in  His  Sacramen- 
tal Presence.  There  his  judgment  was 
held.  How  merciful  and  kind  his 
Eucharistic  Judge  must  have  been  to 
him!  From  His  invisible  presence  on  the 
altar,  Father  Coughlan  passed  into  the 
court  of  the  "great  white  throne"  to  meet 
His  Redeemer  who  had  then  become  his 
merciful  Judge. 

The  life  of  this  son  ot  St.  Alphonsus 
was  one  of  loving  and  faithful  service.  As 
professor,  missionary,  parish  priest, 
Provincial,  he  spent  himself  for  his  Mas- 
ter. Kindness  and  humility  were  the 
dominant  notes  of  his  religious  life.  To 
help  the  poor  and  the  most  abandoned 
souls  was  ever  the  sole  ambition  of  his 
apostolic  life. 

As  Confessor,  he  had  an  understand- 
ing heart.  No  wonder  that  from  far  and 
near  people,  particularly  priests  and  re- 
ligious, flocked  to  his  confessional  for  di- 
rection in  doubt  and  guidance  in 
spiritual  life.  His  assiduity  to  the  confes- 
sional, even  in  his  declining  years,  was 
an  outstanding  feature  of  his  priestly 
life. 

As  Superior,  judgment  and  kindness 
marked  his  administration.  Authority 
rested  lightly  on  his  shoulders.  Its  use 
was  always  guided  and  accompanied  by 
meekness  and  humility.  Like  His  Mas- 
ter, "the  bruised  reed  he  did  not  break 
and  the  smoking  wick  he  did  not 
quench." 

What  has  endeared  Father  Coughlan 
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to  the  Sisters  of  Service  was  the  part  he 
played  in  the  foundation  of  their  Insti- 
tute. He  lived  in  Canada  when  the  tide  of 
immigration  was  at  its  height.  To  meet 
the  flow  of  new  settlers  and  to  follow 
them  into  the  land  of  their  adoption  an 
organization  such  as  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice was  most  timely.  One  thing  is  cer- 
tain —  that  their  Institute  would  never 
have  been  founded  and  have  prospered 
were  it  not  for  the  venerable  Archbishop 
McNeil  and  Father  Arthur  Coughlan. 
The  same  flaming  zeal  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  the  Faith  among  our  Catholic  im- 
migrants was  burning  in  those  two  val- 
iant souls.  Without  their  influence  and 
co-operation  the  Institute  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service,  which  was  somewhat  of  bold 
departure  from  the  conventional  type  of 
religious  life,  would  have  hardly  sur- 
vived. The  Church  in  Canada  owes  them 
a  great  debt  of  gratitude.  The  Sisters  may 
well  look  up  to  them  as  their  fathers  in 
the  apostolate  of  "the  Field  at  Home." 

During  the  first  years  of  the  Institute 
Father  Coughlan  remained  the  spiritual 
Director  of  the  Sisters.  How  well  they  all 
remember  his  patience  and  kindness. 
For  many  he  opened  up  the  wider  vistas 
of  the  spiritual  life,  smoothed  the  rough- 
ness of  the  way,  relit  in  their  soul  the 
fires  of  a  faltering  courage.  To  all  he  was 
the  "kindly  light"  that  greatly  led  them 
on. 

Father's  busy  life  is  now  over.  God  in 
His  infinite  mercy  has,  we  are  confident, 
already  given  to  his  faithful  servant  "a 
safe  lodging  and  holy  rest."  His  remains 
now  lie  in  the  Redemptorist  cemetery  of 
Esopus,  N.Y.  There  he  sleeps  in  peace 
under  the  silent  shadows  of  a  beautiful 
wooded  lawn.  Day  by  day  the  prayers  of 
the  Seminarians  will  pass  over  his  grave 
like  a  gentle  breeze. 

His  memory  will  remain  blessed 
among  us.  Throughout  the  scattered 


missions  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  prayers 
and  Masses  have  been  offered  for  the  re- 
pose of  his  gentle  soul.  From  heaven  he 
will  continue,  we  confidently  hope  and 
pray,  to  watch  over  his  little  flock,  that  it 
may  continue  to  increase  and  remain  in 
those  pastures  where  he  led  it  while  with 
us. 


Father  Arthur  Coughlan's 

Golden  Julibee 
1892  - 1942 

F.A.H.  1941 


On  the  7th  December  1941  the  Very  Rev. 
Arthur  Coughlan,  C.Ss.R.,  celebrated  in 
New  York  the  Golden  Jubilee  of  his 
priesthood. 

As  Father  Coughlan  had  a  leading  part 
in  the  foundation  of  our  Institute,  it  is  a 
duty  and  joy  for  the  S.O.S.  to  celebrate 
this  anniversary.  Never  will  our  first  Sis- 
ters forget  the  kindness  of  Father  when 
he  directed  their  faltering  steps  on  the 
road  of  religious  life.  Kindness  and  un- 
derstanding marked  all  his  contacts  with 
the  Community. 

When,  in  1937,  the  Sisters  of  Service 
held  their  first  chapter,  Father  Coughlan 
preached  the  preparatory  retreat.  His 
wise  counsels  were  most  welcome  at  that 
important  meeting. 

We  are  confident,  when  our  beloved 
Father  lifted  the  Chalice  at  the  Mass  of 
his  Golden  Jubilee,  that  a  prayer  went  up 
for  the  Sisters  of  Service.  They,  in  turn, 
did  not  forget  him.  We  are  all  one  in  of- 
fering our  heartfelt  congratulations.  Our 
prayers  will  follow  him  until  the  end  of 
the  road,  for  he  belongs  to  us  and  we,  we 
know,  belong  to  him. 
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Act  of  Consecration  to  our  Blessed  Mother 

Father  Arthur  Coughlan,  C.Ss.R. 
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Mary,  our  Mother  Immaculate,  we  come 
to  offer  thee  the  homage  of  our 
gratitude,  body  and  soul,  as  thy  loving 
and  devoted  children  until  death,  and 
we  proclaim  thee  as  Patroness  of  our  In- 
stitute. Thou  has  ever  been  to  us  a  kind 
and  tender  Mother.  Make  us  to  be  ever 
thy  worthy  children.  Aid  us  to  imitate 
closely  thy  consuming  love  for  God  and 
thy  life  of  purity,  obedience,  charity  and 
humility. 

Keep  us  in  the  hour  of  trial  and  temp- 
tation, and  preserve  us  from  offending 
God  by  sin. 

Bless  our  labour  for  our  own  holiness; 
bless  our  labours  for  the  salvation  of 
abandoned  souls. 

Obtain  for  us  the  grace  of  final  perse- 
verance and  a  happy  death,  so  that  one 
day  we  may  see  God  face  to  face,  and 
with  thee  and  all  the  angels  and  saints 
love  Him  and  praise  Him  for  all  eternity. 
Amen. 

LIFE  OF  A  RELIGIOUS  SIMILAR  TO 
THE  CONSECRATON  OF  THE  MASS 

Impressions  received  by  Father  A.  Coughlan 
at  an  Investiture  Ceremony. 
When  the  priest  stands  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar  at  the  beginning  of  the  Sacrificial 
Service  he  signs  himself  with  the  Sign  of 
the  Cross.  He  begins  with  the  phrase  "I 
will  go  unto  the  Altar  of  God,  to  the  God 
who  giveth  joy  to  my  youth." 

To  you  perhaps  in  your  childhood  or 
in  later  years  came  the  call  to  the  religi- 
ous life.  It  may  have  been  the  gentle  invi- 
tation "Come  follow  Me"  or  "Take  up  the 
cross  and  follow  me"  or  again  that  plain- 
tive call  "I  Thirst".  However  it  came  to 
you,  it  was  an  appeal  to  quench  the  thirst 
of  Christ  by  an  offering  of  your  life.  You 
did  not  flinch.  You  realized  that  appeal 
and  you  really  signed  yourself  with  the 
Cross,  and  like  the  priest  answered  "I 
will  go  unto  the  Altar  of  God".  Thus  your 
life  became  like  the  Mass. 


Then  the  priest  prepares  to  fit  himself 
for  the  offering  of  the  Mass  reciting  the 
Confiteor  and  the  Kyrie.  It  is  a  cry  of  mis- 
ery, an  acknowledgment  of  our  un- 
worthiness,  but  it  is  also  begging  for  the 
love  and  forgiveness  of  God.  The  faithful 
soul  must  confess  to  God  her  transgres- 
sions and  cry  to  Him  for  pardon. 
"Kyrie",  "God  forgive  me".  Again  it  is 
not  only  a  cry  for  forgiveness  and  par- 
don, but  a  loving  recognition  of  the  love 
and  kindness  of  God. 

When  the  priest  prepares  to  approach 
God  through  the  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  he 
first  tries  to  purify  himself  for  union  with 
God  in  the  Mass,  God  responds  to  this 
plea  and  this  response  comes  to  the 
priest  from  God  through  the  reading  of 
the  Epistle  and  the  Gospel. 

The  soul  that  tries  to  go  to  God 
through  the  sacrifice  of  her  life  pleads 
with  Him  as  we  have  seen  and  begs  God 
to  purify  her  for  the  Sacrifice.  The  re- 
sponse comes  to  her  again  through 
God's  priest  her  spiritual  director,  and 
she  learns  the  wonders  of  the  revealed 
truths  and  begins  to  be  enlightened  as  to 
the  promises  of  God. 

"Blessed  are  the  meek"  —  "Blessed  are 
the  clean  of  heart,  etc. "  and  so  a  religious 
vocation  is  similar  to  the  Mass. 

At  the  Offertory  of  the  Mass  the  soul 
does  not  bring  bread  and  wine.  She 
brings  her  body,  all  her  hopes  and  fears, 
joys  and  sorrows  —  all  she  has,  all  she  is, 
and  offers  to  God  on  the  altar  that  it  may 
be  pleasing  to  Him. 

Lastly,  the  holy  Sacrifice  of  the  priest 
in  relation  to  the  spiritual  life  is  a  preface. 
It  is  a  theme  of  joy  and  thanksgiving 
"Sursum  corda",  "Lift  up  your  hearts" 
and  these  words  are  addressed  to  the 
novice  during  her  years  as  a  novice  and 
at  the  end  she  is  able  to  respond  with  her 
sisters  in  religion  "We  have  lifted  them 
up  to  the  Lord". 


In  the  novitiate  the  young  soul  learns 
to  withdraw  her  thoughts  from  worldly 
objects  and  thus  closes  them  to  distract- 
ing thoughts,  and  with  eyes  aglow  with 
love  of  God  she  chants  in  joy  the  Preface 
and  thanks  God  for  the  blessings  He  has 
lavished  upon  her. 

The  preface  to  the  religious  life  will 
usher  into  the  life  of  a  religious  the  great 
sacrificial  moment  of  consecration.  It  is 
the  time  most  sublime  and  touching  of 
her  vocation,  just  as  everything  in  the 
Mass  leads  up  to  the  Consecration.  The 
preface  is  the  convent  where  the  religi- 
ous makes  the  offering  of  herself  to  the 
Lord. 

In  the  Mass  the  priest  says  "This  is  My 
Body,  this  is  My  Blood".  The  religious 
will  say  also  "This  is  my  body  dear  Lord, 
this  is  my  blood  which  I  am  ready  to  shed 
for  you".  Only  a  few  words  and  God  has 
come  down  to  you,  and  so  with  a  few 
words  I  procure  a  wonderous  blessing. 
No  longer  is  the  religious  but  a  woman, 
she  is  a  woman  consecrated,  she  is  a 
woman  among  women,  and  so  we  can 
easily  understand  that  the  author  of  all 
sacrifice  will  look  down  upon  her  and 
will  declare  "This  day  have  I  begotten 
thee  —  this  is  my  beloved  child  in  whom 
I  am  well  pleased."  And  so  she  mounts 
the  Cross  with  Christ.  She  fastens  her- 
self with  the  nails  to  the  Cross.  The  nails 
are  her  vows  —  of  poverty  a  humble  sac- 
rifice of  herself  —  of  chastity  a  pure  sac- 
rifice of  herself,  and  of  obedience  a  wil- 
ling victim  of  the  Cross. 

The  Canon  of  the  Mass  —  The  religi- 
ous strives  by  her  knowledge  and  love  of 
Jesus  Christ  to  help  our  Lord  to  bring 
peace  and  salvation  to  innumerable 
souls.  This  is  the  significance  of  a  religi- 
ous vocation,  and  by  its  means  we  will 
bring  joy  to  other  souls  and  rejoice  our- 
selves that  God  has  so  favoured  us. 


13 


The  Missal  of  the  Mass  is  to  the  religi- 
ous the  holy  book  of  her  Rule  and  Con- 
stitutions by  which  God  outlines  his 
wishes  for  her.  Our  Lord  comes  each  day 
to  offer  Himself  to  His  Heavenly  Father 
for  us.  The  religious  comes  daily  to  offer 
herself  to  Him.  Comes  gladly  to  lay 
down  her  life  every  day  as  on  the  day  of 
her  profession.  That  is,  she  renews  each 
day  the  act  of  laying  down  her  life  for 
Him.  Lastly,  some  day  will  come  the  last 
"Ita  missa  est",  "Depart  the  Mass  is 
finished".  When  will  it  come  for  you?  It 
will  come  when  the  priest  stands  by  your 
bed  and  says  "depart  Christian  soul" 
and  that  will  be  a  holy  hour.  In  that  hour 
you  will  receive  the  reward  —  the 
stipend  of  your  Mass,  and  that  stipend  is 
the  Lord  Himself.  "I  shall  be  your  reward 
exceeding  great",  for  anyone  who  has 
left  home  and  parents,  etc.  for  My  name 
sake".  In  that  holy  hour  may  the  angels 
receive  your  soul  and  hover  like  acolytes 
about  your  sacrificial  altar. 

COUNSEL  GIVEN  BY  FATHER  AR- 
THUR COUGHLAN,  C.Ss.R.,  DUR- 
ING THE  RETREAT  BEFORE  THE 
FIRST  FINAL  PROFESSION  AUGUST 
15, 1931. 

1st  Meditation:  My  existence.  Value  of 
body  and  soul.  I  was  created  for  a  pur- 
pose. If  I  am  not  fulfilling  that  purpose.  I 
should  be  cast  aside. 


only  given  to  us  moment  by  moment.  A 
sense  of  Faith  would  make  us  appreciate 
time.  In  Eternity  we  shall  reap  what  we 
sow  here  in  time. 

"While  we  have  time  let  us  work  good  to 
all  men."  St.  Paul 


Eternity  is  the  great  thought.  It  was  con- 
stantly in  the  minds  of  the  saints.  St. 
Agnes  went  so  bravely  to  martyrdom  be- 
cause, she  said,  she  was  suffering  a  little 
time  to  gain  Eternity. 

CHARITY  has  no  eyes  to  see  evil  in 
others. 

CHARITY  has  no  ears  to  hear  evil  of 
others. 

CHARITY  has  no  tongue  to  speak  evil  of 
others. 


CHARITY  should  be  universal  —  for 
everyone.  There  is  no  virtue  in  loving 
those  I  am  attracted  to.  It  is  easy  to  stand 
off  and  smile  at  the  faults  of  others. 
Maybe  we  are  the  ones  guilty  of  the 
faults  ourselves. 

The  motive  of  all  our  work  is  the  glory  of 
God.  Be  glad  when  you  have  success, 
but  don't  be  dejected  over  failure.  OUR 
BEST  FOR  GOD! 


Eternity 

From  the  S.O.S.  Archives 


Time  leads  into  Eternity.  We  still  have 
time  during  which  our  sanctification  is  to 
be  worked  out.  Time  is  so  precious  —  it  is 
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Christian  Festival 

Together  in  Hope 

Ottawa  —  May  20-24,  1982 


Four  years  have  been  spent  in  the  plan- 
ning of  the  Christian  Festival,  which  is 
the  first  of  its  kind  in  Canada,  to  make  it 
an  exploration  and  celebration  of  the 
peoples  of  Canada  of  all  colors,  creeds 
and  races;  and  to  help  us  live  life  as  it  is 
meant  to  be  lived.  This  event  was  open 
to  all  —  churched  or  unchurched  alike. 

The  idea  of  a  christian  festival  sparked 
from  the  German  Kirchentag  (Church 
Days)  held  every  two  years,  and  which  is 
a  continuing  success,  attracting  as  many 
as  100,000  people. 

The  list  of  official  sponsors  includes  8 
major  Canadian  Churches  and  10  con- 
comitant groups  to  form  a  30  member 
Organizing  Committee. 

Ottawa,  our  national  capital,  which  re- 
flects both  French  and  English  cultures, 
was  the  choice  of  the  Steering  Commit- 
tee for  its  location. 

On  Thursday,  May  20th,  we  attended 
the  Festal  Evensong  at  St.  Matthew's 
Anglican  Church.  Archbishop  Ted  Scott 
was  the  principal  speaker.  At  7:30  p.m., 
in  the  arena  at  Lansdowne  Park,  the 
day's  major  session  "OUR  CHRISTIAN 
JOURNEY",  hosted  by  Gordon  Turner 
and  Alexandre  Tache.  Others  on  the 
programme  were  Louise  Guerin,  Herbert 
O'Driscoll,  Marion  Dewar  (Ottawa's 
mayor),  Galilee  Proclaims,  Paul-Andre 
Durocher, ,  the  Covenant  Players,  To- 
ronto Dance  Theatre,  Salvation  Army 
Band,  Louise  Rose,  Massed  Choirs  and 
Jane  Williams  (Director). 

Friday's  major  session  was  "OUR 
JOURNEY  INWARD,"  hosted  by  G.  Em- 
mett  Cardinal  Carter,  Archbishop  of  To- 
ronto, and  Helene  Chenier.  Also  on  the 
programme  were  Nazaire  Auger, 
Charles  (Chuck)  Colson,  John  Littleton, 
Gene  McLellan,  Galilee  Proclaims,  Paul- 
Andre  Durocher  and  Jane  Williams. 

Saturday,  at  7  p.m.,  it  was  "LET'S 
CELEBRATE"    a    five-hour  Walk-in- 


Walk-out  concert,  hosted  by  Don  Harron. 
The  performers:  the  Marleau  Sisters,  Jim 
Galloway's  Metro  Stompers,  Ron  and 
Kris  Klusmeier,  Gene  McLellan,  John 
Littleton,  Louise  Rose  and  "Charlie  Far- 
qharson". 

Sunday,  1  p.m.  "OUR  JOURNEY 
OUTWARD"  hosted  by  Sandra  Estabrooks 
and  Paul-Andre  Durocher.  Jean  Vanier  was 
the  main  speaker;  and  the  performers 
were  the  Salvation  Army  Band,  Galilee 
Proclaims,  the  Stompers,  Klusmeiers 
and  John  Littleton.  This  event  alone  at- 
tracted 11,500  people. 

At  the  7:30  Major  session,  the  theme 
was  "YOU  AND  ME  —  HERE  AND 
NOW".  This  was  a  Social  Justice  event, 
with  Romeo  Maione,  Bishop  Remi  De  Roo, 
Dana  Johnston,  Archbishop  Scott, 
Louise  Rose,  John  Littleton,  the  Coven- 
ant Players  and  Skip  Brooks,  Director.  A 
blessing  was  given  by  Monseigneur 
Adolphe  Proulx. 

Monday  at  1  p.m.  "COMMITTED  TO 
OUR  JOURNEY"  was  the  closing  session 
of  reflection  and  integration;  was  hosted 
by  A.  Tache  and  G.  Turner.  Cardinal 
Paul-Emile  Leger,  Archbishop  Edward 
Scott,  Heather  Johnston  were  on  stage 
with  the  Governor  General  and  Mrs.  Ed- 
ward Schreyer. 

During  the  programme  we  saw  a  cart 
driven  by  a  pair  of  pinto  horses,  and 
laden  with  pine  seedlings,  enter  the 
arena.  Paul- Andre  Durocher,  a  semina- 
rian from  Timmins,  Ontario,  who  has 
the  voice  of  an  opera  singer  directed  the 
singing  of  one  of  his  compositions  "A 
TREE"  alternating  verses  in  French  and 
English.  In  his  address  the  Governor 
General  said  that  a  group  of  sixty  people 
who  were  involved  in  the  planning  were 
invited  to  a  banquet  at  Rideau  Hall 
which  would  be  followed  by  a  tree  plant- 
ing ceremony  to  commemorate  the 
Christian  Festival  '82.  As  we  left  the 


arena,  all  singing  "A  Tree"  in  French  and 
English,  everyone  was  handed  a  seed- 
ling to  bring  home.  The  attendance  at 
this  event  was  reported  to  be  over  8,000, 
in  spite  of  rain,  and  a  dull  day.  At  this 
time  the  Spring  Festival  was  also  cele- 
brating in  Ottawa  and  we  were  able  to 
see  many  of  the  flotilla  on  the  Rideau 
Canal  nearby. 

In  addition  to  the  General  or  Major 
sessions  there  were  multiple  choices  in 
English  and  French,  of  lectures,  work- 
shops, to  attend  during  the  five  days.  Be- 
cause of  the  number  of  choices  we 
studied  our  programs  well  beforehand 
and  felt  sorry  we  did  not  have  the  power 
of  bi-location. 

We  attended  a  special  Mass  at  St.  Mar- 
garet Mary's  Church.  The  attendance 
here  was  edifying.  We  attended  a  few  of 
Bishop  Remi  De  Roo's  Bible  Study  lec- 
tures; a  session  on  "The  Volunteer  and 
Pastoral  Care  of  the  Elderly,"  by  John 
McPherson;  "Learning  to  live  with  One 
Another"  by  Father  Fred  Scinto,  C.R.,  a 
four  hour  panel  and  audio  visual  presen- 
tation with  Irving  Waller.  In  this  period 
Roy  Bonisteel  was  shown  on  film  inter- 
viewing the  mother  of  a  murdered  child, 
a  hostage,  a  policeman  disabled  in  a 
shoot-out,  a  victim  of  a  break  and  enter. 
Two  of  those  interviewed  were  also  pre- 
sent in  person  and  questions  were  ad- 
dressed to  them.  Amazingly,  these  vic- 
tims now  bear  no  grude  or  dislike  for  the 
victimizer,  and  are  interested  in  being  in- 
volved in  rehabilitating  criminals. 

"The  Gift  of  Anger"  was  an  experi- 
mental workshop,  relating  anger  as  a  re- 
sponse to  injustice.  This  was  conducted 
by  Mary  Connor  and  Shelly  Finson. 

In  our  group  we  had  a  young  mother 
with  her  nine  year  old  daughter.  We 
were  very  impressed  with  the  little  girl's 
story  of  how  she  had  dealt  with  one  in- 
stance of  anger.  She  was  very  angry  with 
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her  young  sister  who  had  broken  a  doll 
that  she  had  made  in  pottery.  In  her 
anger  she  had  stormed  out  of  the  room  to 
her  bedroom  where  she  saw  her  face  in  a 
mirror  and  then  proceeded  to  draw  a  pic- 
ture of  herself  when  angry.  After  a  few 
minutes  she  was  struck  with  the  humour 
of  this  and  burst  out  laughing,  forgetting 
her  anger. 

With  many  standing  ovations  for  the 
different  speakers  and  performers  it  was 
very  evident  a  standing  ovaltion  should 
have  been  made  to  the  organizers  and 
performers.  I  felt  proud  to  be  a  Canadian 
and  happy  that  Canada  could  produce 
such  a  number  of  outstanding  Canadian 
performers  —  no  need  for  Hollywood 
imports. 

I  must  mention  here  about  the  talk  on 
Social  Justice.  While  a  young  lady  was 
expounding  on  her  subject,  from  the 
platform,  a  man  ascended  the  platform 
and  fell  into  the  pit.  The  speaker  paid  no 
attention  to  this  but  a  heckler  from  the 
gallery  shouted:  "That  man  fell,  aren't 
you  going  to  see  if  he  is  hurt?"  Still  no  re- 
sponse from  the  speaker  who  continued 
her  talk.  The  heckler  once  more  shouted 
"that  man  is  hurt  —  do  something". 
Each  time  the  speaker  ignored  the  heck- 
ler and  continued  in  her  talk  on  human 
rights,  only  to  be  interrupted  again  and 
again.  Finally  the  speaker  turned  and 
spoke  to  the  prone  man  and  immediately 
came  back  to  the  podium  and  said:  "It's 
alright,  he's  not  a  Samaritan". 

Long  before  the  conclusion  the  Chris- 
tian Festival  '82  was  declared  an  out- 
standing success. 


How  Small  a  World 

Reprinted  from  F.A.H.  —  Oct.  1947 


Ideas  travel  and  find  for  themselves  new 
spheres  of  action.  This  was  brought 
home  to  us  recently  when  we  received  a 
congratulatory  message  from  Tasmania 
and  an  appeal  from  Denmark  for  help  in 
the  starting  of  a  Correspondence  Course 
in  Religion. 

S.O.S.  CALL  FROM  DENMARK 

SGT.  PAULS  KAPEL 
Ringridervej  35 
Sonderborg 
Denmark 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service: 

Being  a  convert  from  Canada  I  have  for  a 
long  time  intended  to  write  you,  because 
I  feel  certain  that  you  may  be  able  to  help 
me  with  some  difficulty  I  have  met  here 
in  the  high  North,  where  I  am  working 
as  a  missionary  priest.  Being  of  Danish 
origin  I  considered  it  of  more  importance 
to  the  Church  that  I  assist  in  the  mission- 
ary work  here  in  Europe  than  in  Canada, 
where  the  desired  number  of  vocations 
may  be  obtained  from  the  English  speak- 
ing immigrants  (New  Canadians).  I 
grant,  though,  that  I  quite  personally 
might  have  found  the  pioneer  life  in 
Canada  more  pleasant  and  interesting 
than  the  dismaying  experiences  in  this 
part  of  the  world  where  civilization  as 
such  is  collapsing.  The  break-down  of 
society  here  in  Europe  may  become  a  re- 
ality before  we  realise  it.  During  and 
after  the  war  here  I  have  seen  things 
which  were  quite  beyond  the  limits  of 
my  imagination.  At  the  same  time,  of 
course,  I  must  admit  that  the  help  of  the 
priest  is  most  important.  Just  as  L  have 
been  racing  with  "Sister  Death"  around 
in  filthy  box-cars  among  hundreds  of 
"Mussel-frauen"  from  German  Concen- 
tration camps  trying  to  let  them  receive 


extreme  unction  before  it  was  too  late,  so 
I  feel  now  that  I  am  still  racing  with  the 
forces  of  evil  to  save  the  sparks  of  faith  in 
the  souls  as  far  as  possible,  before  the 
coming  days  of  wrath.  In  this  connection 
I  feel,  that  effort  and  intention  are  not 
enough  —  the  technique  must  be  ad- 
justed too,  and  for  this  purpose  I  am 
planning  to  get  some  correspondence 
course  in  religion  going.  But  for  this  pur- 
pose, it  would  be  very  good  to  get  the  ad- 
vice of  people  with  experience;  therefore 
I  turn  to  the  Sisters  of  Service.  From  a 
Catholic  point  of  view  Denmark  is  very 
much  a  missionary  country  and  the  life 
of  the  priest  outside  Copenhagen  and 
especially  in  the  country  districts  is  very 
much  like  a  pioneer  life. 

Furthermore  I  have  a  personal  reason 
for  turning  to  the  Canadian  Sisters, 
whose  missionary  zeal  and  spirit  of  en- 
terprise I  have  noticed  at  Vancouver.  I 
have  received  my  Catholic  Faith  in 
Canada,  and  I  feel  certain  the  the  Cana- 
dians will  not  let  down  the  missionary 
they  have  inspired  to  work  for  the  salva- 
tion of  souls  in  Europe.  There  are  all 
kinds  of  isolated  Catholics  in  Denmark, 
and  something  must  be  done  for  them, 
and  at  the  same  time  it  is  more  than  likely 
we  may  reach  a  good  number  of  non- 
Catholics,  too.  The  seed  sown  may  bring 
more  results  than  we  believe.  The  soil  is 
not  in  the  worst  of  state. 

Yours  in  our  most  holy  Redeemer, 
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We  Miss  You  Already 

Shalom,  Hurry  Back 

Mary  Phillips,  S.O.S. 


The  sign  at  the  Ben  Gurion  airport  in  Tel 
Aviv  wakened  a  feeling  of  nostalgia,  and 
had  we  the  opportunity,  we  would  have 
retraced  our  steps  to  the  Mount  of 
Beatitudes  or  to  the  house  of  Peter  at 
Capernaum  or  to  the  Rock  of  Gethse- 
mani. 

Our  guide,  Arey,  with  his  knowledge 
of  Jewish  history  and  of  the  Bible,  had 
very  effectively  taken  us  back  through 
time  and  we  had  relived  many  of  the  bi- 
blical events.  He  stripped  off  layers  of 
history  and  let  us  see  Abraham  taking 
his  son  up  Mount  Moria  to  sacrifice  him. 
(Gen.  22:  1-22)  Later  in  the  same  place, 
the  rock  was  used  for  a  threshing  floor. 
(Sam.  24:18-25). 


Mary  Phillips,  S.O.S.  on  the  Temple 
grounds,  Jerusalem. 


Rev.  J.  Spicer,  C.Ss.R. 

Church  of  the  Crusaders  —  St.  Anne's 

Church  in  Jerusalem. 

After  its  purchase  by  King  David,  his 
son,  Solomon,  built  a  magnificent  tem- 
ple here,  furnishing  it  with  precious  met- 
als and  wood,  (1  Kings  5:6),  the  Ark  of 
the  Covenant  resting  upon  the  rock. 
During  Jesus'  time,  the  temple  was 
closely  associated  with  events  in  His  life. 

After  the  destruction  of  the  temple 
twice,  changing  ownership  more  than 
once,  the  Dome  of  the  Rock  stands  as 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  buildings  in  the 
world,  and  one  where  three  major 
monotheistic  faiths  worship  side  by  side, 
Christians,  Jews  and  Moslems. 

Our  Eucharist  celebrated  in  the 
Church  of  the  Annunciation  brought  us 
back  in  time  to  Mary's  residence  before 
her  marriage  to  Joseph,  a  place  where 


Anne  and  Joachim  together  with  Mary 
struggled  to  know  God's  Will  for  them. 
Nearby  was  the  house  of  Joseph,  who, 
with  Mary  and  Jesus,  strove  also  to  dis- 
cover what  were  the  Heavenly  Father's 
desires  for  them. 

Visiting  the  places  of  Jesus'  public  life, 
of  His  temptations,  of  His  prayer-filled 
nights,  of  His  agony  in  Gethsemani, 
brought  home  the  realization  that  His 
life  was  a  constant  search  to  know  and 
do  His  Father's  Will,  as  is  ours. 

To  sit  on  the  hill  facing  the  Sea  of 
Galilee  and  hear  again  "How  happy  are 
the  poor  in  spirit  ..."  (Matt.  5ff)  is  to 
realize  that  it  is  necessary  to  deepen  our 
understanding  through  a  personal  re- 
lationship with  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  built 
on  many  hours  of  being  with  Him.  With 
Mary  of  Magdala,  we  need  to  meet  the 
gaze  of  Jesus,  a  look  so  piercing  and  yet 
so  filled  with  love  as  to  accomplish  a 
complete  change  of  heart  in  us. 

Yes,  a  visit  like  ours  to  the  land  called 
"HOLY"  is  to  bring  about  a  new  look  at 
our  own  lives  and  its  priorities. 


Patricia's  Baptism:  At  the  time  of  the  visit  to 
the  river  Jordan  at  the  foot  of  Mount  Herman, 
a  bottle  of  water  was  collected  and  brought 
home  for  the  baptism  of  one  of  the  children 
born  to  a  beautiful  young  family  in  Fort 
McMurray. 


Jordan  River 
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A  Near  Tragedy 


by  Jean  Seaton.  —  Reprinted  from 
"Settling  Matters"  with  permission  of 
the  author 


Babies  who  were  born  in  the  1920's  were 
vaccinated  for  smallpox  but  since  other 
inoculations  were  unheard  of,  parents 
could  look  forward  to  twenty  years  of 
crises  —  measles,  mumps,  whooping 
cough  —  the  whole  catastrophe  of  chil- 
dren's illnesses.  We  muddled  through 
all  of  them,  including  Bob's  pneumonia 
and  broken  arm,  and  Tommy's  ruptured 
appendix.  When  our  family  doctor  diag- 
nosed our  five-year-old  Jeanette's  illness 
as  polio,  we  were  devastated,  but  that's 
another  story  in  itself.  Eventually  she 
overcame  it,  in  1927. 

The  most  shattering  experience  of  all, 
however,  happened  on  a  Sunday  after- 
noon in  May  1940.  Jeanette  had  gone  out 
for  the  afternoon,  dining  with  the  Callas 
family.  Renee,  eager  to  model  a  new  blue 
angora  sweater  and  matching  skirt 
which  I  had  just  finished  for  her,  was  out 
walking  with  her  constant  companion, 
Margaret.  The  boys  were  out  playing  in 
the  neighbourhood,  and  I  lay  resting  on 
my  porch,  enjoying  the  solitude  and  si- 
lence —  in  short  supply  when  all  four 
lively  people  were  at  home.  My  husband 
was  in  Mountain  Park  at  the  time,  work- 
ing on  the  Alberta  Coal  Branch. 

Suddenly,  an  acquaintance  burst  in  on 
me,  her  face  bearing  the  sign  of  bad 
news.  It  was  Mrs.  Jellis,  informing  me 
that  our  daughter,  Renee,  had  been  acci- 
dentally shot  and  had  had  been  taken  to 
the  hospital.  They  offered  to  drive  me 
there  also.  It  wasn't  far,  but  by  the  time 
we  arrived  the  doctors  had  Renee  in  the 
operating  room  and  the  nurses  ready  for 
a  major  operation.  Despite  the  fact  that 
Dr.  Tiffin  was  a  skilled  surgeon,  I  am 
sure  that  our  daughter's  life  was  saved 
by  the  speed  in  which  all  this  was  done. 

Edson,  in  those  days,  was  a  very  small 
town,  but  the  young  people  always  had 
a  good  time  there.  There  was  lots  of  ac- 
tivity to  keep  them  out  of  mischief,  but 
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the  thing  to  do  at  that  time  was  target 
practice;  Margaret  and  Renee  happened 
to  be  amongst  those  quite  proficient  with 
a  rifle.  So,  that  day,  when  they  had  met 
up  with  Gus  who  owned  a  rifle,  they 
went  beyond  the  town  limits  for  the 
usual  practice.  On  the  way  back,  within 
the  town  limit,  they  met  Donald,  carry- 
ing a  brand  new  twenty-two  repeater. 
They  reprimanded  him  for  having  it 
loaded,  so  he  offered  to  empty  it.  At  that 
moment,  spotting  the  Jellis  car  ap- 
proaching, Renee  bent  over  to  pick  up 
our  Scottie  dog  who  had  followed  her. 
Donald  tripped  off  the  trigger,  causing  a 
bullet  to  enter  Renee's  body  just  below 
the  heart,  barely  missing  the  two  ar- 
teries, but  penetrating  right  through, 
nicking  the  liver.  Dr.  Tiffin  found  it,  after 
cauterizing  its  progress,  held  only  by 
outer  skin  on  her  back. 

Margaret  arrived  home  in  a  hysterical 
state  —  at  first  they  thought  she  was  the 
patient.  Renee  was  stunned  and  numb, 
so  made  no  sound,  and  since  she  is  not  a 
bleeder,  there  was,  as  yet,  no  outward 
sign  of  her  condition.  Gus  remained 
calm  until  he  had  the  whole  situation 
under  control  while  Donald  disappeared 
and  hid  in  the  bush,  to  be  rescued  later 
by  friends. 

Margaret's  mother  and  a  close  neigh- 
bour phoned  my  husband  in  Mountain 
Park.  The  only  transportation  at  that 
time  was  a  small  mixed  train,  known  as 
"The  Blue  Flea,"  which  ran  three  days  a 
week.  He  managed,  somehow,  to  reach 
a  freight  train  on  a  siding.  Riding  all 
night,  he  arrived  home  at  five  o'clock  on 
Monday  morning.  Later  in  the  day  we 
went  to  see  Renee:  she  was  lying  very 
still  —  very  pale  and  apparently  uncon- 
scious. While  we  stood,  one  on  each  side 
of  her  bed,  holding  her  hands,  she 
opened  her  eyes.  Surprised,  but  happy 
to  see  her  father,  she  said,  in  a  very  nor- 


mal  voice,  "Hello  Daddy,"  then  closed 
her  eyes  again,  and  never  uttered 
another  word  for  four  days.  It  heartened 
us  and  all  the  way  home  my  husband 
kept  assuring  me  that  he  knew  she  was 
going  to  be  alright.  Leaving  the  hospital 
we  heard  a  nurse  remark,  "Can  that  pos- 
sibly be  the  same  woman  who  was  here 
yesterday?"  Only  then  did  I  realize  how  I 
must  have  looked,  dressed  in  a  house 
coat,  with  my  long  black  hair  flying  in  all 
directions.  Mrs.  Jellis  had  tried  to  find 
me  some  hair  pins  and  proper  clothing, 
but  I  kept  saying,  "Let's  go." 

Meanwhile,  the  whole  town  was 
upset.  Jeanette,  who  had  learned  to 
skate  and  dance  but  had  never  been  able 
to  run  since  her  bout  with  polio,  had  on 
that  day,  led  her  friends  on  the  race 
home.  All  the  churches,  of  any  denomi- 
nation, said  special  prayers  at  their  eve- 
ning services  for  Renee;  and  the  Sisters 
of  Service,  who  had  their  service  inter- 
rupted by  the  accident,  resumed  it  after- 
wards, adding  special  prayers  for  us. 

Poor  Donald  was  a  sorry  spectacle, 
and  our  sympathy  went  out  to  him;  his 
mother,  too  —  a  good  friend  of  mine  — 
was  sorely  troubled.  Afterwards,  when 
the  R.C.M.P.  sent  an  officer  to  the  school 
to  instruct  the  senior  classes  in  the  prop- 
er use  of  firearm,  Donald  said,  "I'm  af- 
raid it  came  too  late." 

Renee  was  seventeen  years  old  and 
had  been  in  excellent  physical  condition; 
Dr.  Tiffin  said  it  was  clearly  evident  that 
she  had  never  used  alcohol  or  smoked  a 
cigarette.  She  became  his  prize  patient, 
and  some  weeks  later  when  she  was  re- 
leased from  hospital  to  convalesce  at 
home,  he  personally  escorted  her  in  his 
car,  taking  her  for  a  ride  around  town 
and  stopping  to  announce  to  friends, 
"Look  who  I've  got  with  me  today." 
When  he  stopped  at  the  local  ice  cream 
parlor  —  the  kids'  hangout  —  the  prop- 


rietor came  out  to  tell  Renee  that  from 
then  on  she  was  to  have  all  the  ice  cream 
and  candy  she  wanted,  on  the  house.  No 
wonder  she  said  she  had  the  world  by 
the  tail. 

Recently,  while  she  was  visiting  a 
friend,  an  amputee,  at  Glenrose  Hospital 
in  Edmonton,  another  patient  recog- 
nized Renee.  She  was  one  of  the  Sisters 
who  had  attended  to  her  then  in  1940, 
and  again,  seven  years  later,  at  the  birth 
of  her  first  son.  On  that  second  occasion 
they  greeted  her  with,  "Thank  Heaven 
you  didn't  come  on  Sunday  this  time." 

Renee  was  saddened  to  learn  that  the 
Sister  was  also  an  amputee.  It  would 
seem  that  the  world  is  full  of  crises,  and 
that  everyone  has  some  private 
Gethsemane. 


Ed.'s  note:  The  Sister  of  Service  men- 
tioned in  this  story  is  Sister  Mary  Quinn 
who  died  in  November  1980. 
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Catechism  at 
Rycroft 


from  the  Archives 


Here  at  St.  Michael's,  3:30  p.m.  is 
"catechism  time"  for  the  Catholic  chil- 
dren from  the  public  school.  Interest  in 
and  attendance  at  catechism  is  showing 
much  improvement.  Each  pupil  tries  to 
bring  someone  else  who  wouldn't  other- 
wise come.  The  children  are  fond  of  pro- 
ject work  and  at  present  they  are  making 
a  Religious  Book  on  "The  Life  of  Christ," 
using  the  Fauso-Conti  pictures.  Since 
last  summer,  after  hearing  the  Bishop 
ask  stunners  like:  "Was  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin married?"  we  are  trying  to  make  sure 
of  all  these  details  when  teaching. 

Catechism  for  the  High  School  stu- 
dents is  part  text  book  and  part  round 
table  discussion.  Each  one  takes  a  turn  at 
reading  a  chapter  from  the  New  Testa- 
ment and  then  asking  questions. 

The  tiny  tots  under  Sister 
Nachtegaele's  direction  are  a  joy  forever. 
Their  comments  are  always  original  and 


sometimes  startling.  When  Sister  was 
teaching  the  lesson  on  angels  and  asked 
what  other  spirits  existed  besides  the 
angels  and  God,  one  youngster  chirped, 
"Spirit  River."  (Spirit  River  is  the  name 
of  our  nearest  town).  Little  Paulette  (7)  is 
learning  English  this  year  and  having 
mastered  the  prayers  is  now  one  of  the 
assistant  teachers.  She  helps  Sister  with 
those  who  are  a  bit  behind  in  their 
catechism.  This  "Co-operation  Pedag- 
ogy" takes  place  in  the  front  of  the  house 
behind  the  cloak-room  door. 

Douglas  who  is  also  a  beginner,  has  an 
explanation  for  everything.  After  Sister 
had  told  the  story  of  Mary  Magdalene's 
washing  Our  Lord's  feet  with  her  tears 
and  wiping  them  with  her  hair,  he  said, 
as  if  to  himself,  "But  what  did  she  wipe 
her  eyes  with  —  oh,  a  Kleenex,  I  sup- 
pose." 

Of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 


Christian  Island 
Social  Activities 


On  the  6th  of  January  members  of  Catho- 
lic and  Protestant  churches  had  a  joint 
party  in  the  Community  Hall.  This  is  the 
night  on  which  Indian  names  are  given 
to  children  and  to  anyone  else  who 
wishes.  The  ceremony  is  rather  interest- 
ing. The  person  to  whom  a  name  is  to  be 
given,  stands  on  the  stage  with  his  spon- 
sor, who  pronounces  the  name,  gives 
several  Indian  war-whoops,  then  dances 
around  the  stage. 

On  February  13th  the  members  of  St. 
Theresa's  Club  held  an  enjoyable  Valen- 
tine Party  at  the  school.  The  program 
consisted  of  games,  sing-songs,  Violin 
solos  and  tap  dancing  by  one  of  the 
pupils  and  her  father.  Everyone  received 
22 


a  Valentine  from  the  beautifully  deco- 
rated Valentine  Box. 

Socials  are  held  quite  frequently  at  the 
Hall  to  raise  funds  for  the  Church. 


Sister  Leona  Trautman  with  pupils  from 
Indian  Day  School,  Christian  Island. 


DIAMOND  CROSSING 

THE  SASKATCHEWAN  PROVINCIAL  POLICE 
ESTABLISHED  THE  DIAMOND  CROSSING 
DETACHMENT  HERE  IN  1921 

THE  ROYAL  CANADIAN  MOUNTED  POLICE 
MANNED  THE  DETACHMENT  FROM  1928- 
1980. 

IN  1 931  THE  BARRACKS  WERE  PURCHASED 
BY  KASMER  MELLE,  JOHN  HOFFART, 
JOSEPH  KESSLER  AND  MICHAEL 
EHRMANTRAUT  FOR  A  CATHOLIC  CHURCH 
TO  BE  KNOWN  AS  BERGFIELD  MISSION 
SERVED  FROM  THE  CEYLON  PARISH 

FATHER  BEECHEY  BECAME  THE  FIRST  RE- 
SIDENT PASTOR,  LIVING  HERE  FROM  1935- 
1945 

THE  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  WERE  IN  RESI- 
DENCE HERE  FROM  1 940  to  1 948,  TEACHING 
IN  THE  DIAMOND  COULEE  AND  JUTLAND 
SCHOOLS 


|  CHURCH  SERVICES  WERE  HELD  IN  THIS 

f  MISSION  FROM  1951  UNTIL  1955.  IN  1960 

|  |  THE  BARRACKS  WERE  SOLD  TO  THE 

}  TESSIER  FAMILY  FOR  A  FARM  HOME. 


Ideas  won't  keep  . . .  Something  must  be  done  about  them 

Without  you . . . 

God's  plan  is  incomplete 

You  will  receive  power  when  the  Holy  Spirit  comes  down  on  you,  then  you 
are  to  be  my  witnesses  in  Jerusalem,  throughout  Judea  and  Samaria, 
yes,  even  to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 

Acts  1.  (Jesus) 

PRAY  WITH  US! 

Prayer  for  Missionary  Vocations 

O  God,  who  doth  not  desire  the  death  of  the  sinner,  but  rather  that  he  be 
converted  and  live,  we  beseech  Thee,  through  the  intercession  of  Blessed 
Mary  ever  virgin,  and  of  all  the  saints,  an  increase  of  laborers  for  Thy 
holy  Church  who  co-operating  with  Christ,  may  give  themselves  and 
spend  themselves  for  the  salvation  of  souls.  Through  the  same  Christ 
our  Lord.  Amen. 


Please  contact: 
FORMATION  DIRECTRESS 
SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 
10  MONTCREST  BLVD.,  TORONTO  M4K  1J7 
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THE  BRIGHT  SIDE 


What's  your  line  of  vision? 
How  broad  is  your  scope? 
To  which  are  you  given? 
Despondence,  or  hope? 

Let  nature  bestir  you 
And  draw  from  her  power 
The  landscape  enriching 
Whith  greenness  and  flower. 

Increasing  in  number 
Each  day  are  the  bees 
More  birds  on  the  wing 
Foliage  on  the  trees. 

Let  nature  inspire  you 
Whatever  you  do 
Keep  high  all  your  hopes 
And  refreshed  be  your  view. 

Nish  Collins 

Reprinted  from  Rhymes  of  the  Times 
with  permission  of  the  author. 
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Retreat  and  General  Chapter 

July  31  to  August  15 


JULY  31.  The  Mother  House  was  vibrat- 
ing to  the  influx  of  some  55  S.O.S.  from 
such  divergent  points  as  Clarenville, 
Nfld.  and  Whitehorse  in  the  Yukon.  All 
had  gathered  at  10  Montcrest  en  route  to 
the  Scarboro  Fathers  Mission  Centre  for 
retreat  and  the  General  Chapter. 

Somehow,  in  a  house  built  for  20,  55 
people  had  lunch  and  the  exodus  to  Scar- 
borough began.  Sisters,  who  had  not 
met  for  two  years  and  in  some  cases 
longer,  called  hurried  greetings  back  and 
forth  as  they  scrambled  into  a  car,  then 
out  —  the  wrong  car  —  but  finally  the 
first  convoy  was  on  its  way  eastward. 
The  taxiing  lasted  most  of  the  afternoon, 
with  one  car  going  to  the  airport  to  meet 
the  Retreat  Master,  Father  George  A. 
Maloney  S.J.,  who  was  arriving  from 
New  York.  Wonderful  to  relate  everyone 
and  everything  got  to  Scarborough  in 
time  to  sort  out  luggage,  find  rooms  and 
assemble  for  dinner  at  5:30. 

Then  at  7:30  a  great  calm  superseded 


the  rather  raucous  din  as  we  assembled 
for  the  beginning  of  the  retreat  which 
was  to  be  spent  in  silence. 

It  was  an  extraordinary  retreat  based 
strictly  on  Scripture  and  the  theology  of 
the  Eastern  Fathers  and  theologians.  It 
was  a  deceptively  simple  retreat:  The 
Father  loves  each  one  of  us  as  a  unique 
person;  our  love  for  others  is  the 
touchstone  of  our  love  for  God;  prayer, 
particularly  contemplative  prayer,  must 
be  committed,  deep,  permanent  —  a 
way  of  life.  The  retreat  was  simple,  but  it 
contained  a  lifetime's  material  for  reflec- 
tion. 

Sisters  of  Service  are  sufficiently  indi- 
vidualistic to  reach  strong  consensus 
rarely.  But  after  this  retreat  the  reaction 
was  unanimous  —  "This  was  the  right 
retreat  at  the  right  time  for  the  S.O.S." 
The  spirit  of  love  and  respect  for  one 
another  which  permeated  the  Chapter 
proved  the  reaction  to  be  true. 


The  moods  of  Father  George  Maloney 


Father  Francis  Morrisey  O.M.I,  and  sisters 

AUGUST  7  &  8.  Probably  more  than  at 
any  time  in  our  history,  the  spirit  of 
mutual  respect  and  cooperation  was  not 
only  desirable  but  essential.  Our  task  at 
this  Chapter  was  to  approve  the  Con- 
stitutions and  statutes  of  the  S.O.S. 

Our  first  Constitutions  were  written 
by  Father  Daly,  approved  by  Archbishop 
McNeil  and  given  to  us.  They  served  us 
well  for  60  years  and,  indeed,  the  new 
Constitutions  are  based  on  the  original 
but  these  latter  were  written,  during 
months  of  arduous  work,  by  Sisters 
Rosemarie  Hudon  Ph.D.  and  Magdalen 
Barton  M.  A.  under  the  general  direction 
of  the  renowned  Canon  Lawyer,  Father 
Francis  Morrisey  O.M.I,  of  St.  Paul's 
University,  Ottawa  and  with  two  other 
canonists  as  resource  persons,  Fathers 
Alphonsus  Thomas,  C.Ss.R.  and  Angus 
J.  Macdougall,  S.J. 

The  Constitutions  had  to  meet  several 
criteria:  they  had  to  be  of  and  for  the 
S.O.S.,  they  had  to  respect  the  charism 
of  our  Founders  and  the  original  reasons 
for  our  founding,  they  had  to  be  based 
on  Scripture  and  the  Documents  of  Vati- 
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can  II  and  they  had  to  comply  with  the 
requirements  of  Rome  for  Constitutions 
of  religious  communities.  The  new  Con- 
stitutions had  been  circulated  to  the 
Community  at  large,  suggestions  had 
been  received,  additions,  deletions, 
amendments  had  been  made  and  now, 
at  this  Chapter,  it  was  hoped  that  they 
would  become  law  for  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. 

Thus  it  was  that  on  August  7  Father 
Morrisey  came  from  Ottawa  to  spend 
two  days  going  over  the  Constitutions 
with  us.  Since  both  old  and  new  Con- 
stitutions emphasize  the  respect  and 
obedience  we  owe  to  the  bishops  of  the 
dioceses  in  which  we  work,  these 
bishops  had  been  invited  to  spend  Au- 
gust 7  with  us  in  the  review  and  study  of 
the  new  Constitutions.  Five  bishops  ac- 
cepted the  invitation:  Archbishops 
James  Hayes,  Halifax  and  Charles  Hal- 
pin,  Regina,  Bishops  James  Mahoney, 
Saskatoon,  J.  Faber  Macdonald,  Grand 
Falls,  Newfoundland;  and  Blaise 
Morand,  Prince  Albert,  Saskatchewan. 


At  coffee  break  Father  Morrisey  (back  to  camera),  and  At  the  same  time  Archbishop 

Bishop  MacDonald  debate  a  point  while  Bishops  Hayes  listens  to  Sister  Zink 

Mahoney  (left)  and  Morand  listen. 


Archbishop  Hatpin,  front  row,  is  as  intent  as  the  sisters 
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The  concelebrants  at  the  Saturday  Liturgy;  left  to  right,  Father  Morrisey,  Bishop  Morand, 
Archbishop  Hayes,  principal  celebrant,  Archbishop  Halpin,  Bishops  Mahoney  and 
MacDonald. 


AUGUST  9.  The  Chapter  opened  for- 
mally with  Father  Conleth  Overman, 
CP.  as  Chairman  and  Moderator.  This 
was  the  fourth  time  that  Father  Overman 
had  been  with  us,  twice  to  guide  us 
through  General  Chapters  and  twice 
through  Community  Assemblies.  Father 
Overman  is  a  V.I. P.  with  the  S.O.S.  His 
patience,  his  kindness,  his  gentle 
humour,  and  the  inimitable  way  in 
which  he  can  call  either  a  meeting  or  an 
individual  sister  to  order  have  endeared 
him  to  the  Community. 

Let's  pass  over  the  first  two  days.  We 
were  inclined  to  split  hairs,  to  nit  pick. 
Though  we  learned  later  that  Father  had 
been  a  bit  worried  at  our  lack  of  progress 
he  had  not  let  a  suspicion  of  that  appear. 
Our  deadline  was  Saturday,  August  14. 
By  9:00  p.m.  on  Saturday  night,  follow- 
ing a  week  of  really  gruelling  work,  we 
had  completed  the  job,  the  revised  text 
had  been  retyped  and  reproduced  and 
on  Sunday,  the  15,  the  feast  of  Our 
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Lady's  Assumption,  we  formally  and 
unanimously  voted  to  accept  the  new 
Constitutions. 

AUGUST  10.  Meanwhile,  on  Tuesday, 
realizing  that  we  were  indeed  celebrat- 
ing our  60th  anniversary  and  that  all 
work  is  as  bad  as  all  play,  we  had  a  beau- 
tiful evening  Liturgy  followed  by  a  re- 
ception for  all  our  families  and  friends. 
The  Scarboro  chapel,  which  is  large,  was 
crowded  and  it  was  a  joyful  thing  to  see 
how  many  had  come  to  celebrate  with 
us.  The  principal  celebrant  of  the  Liturgy 
was  Father  Frank  Maloney,  C.Ss.R.,  Pro- 
vincial of  the  Redemptorists.  The  con- 
celebrants were:  Monsignor  R.  A.  Carey, 
President  of  Catholic  Church  Extension 
Society  of  Canada,  Father  K.  MacAuley 
S .  F .  M . ,  Superior  General  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  Fathers  R. 
Pelow,  S.F.M.,  EJ.  Dowling  S.J.,  C. 
Overman  CP.,  W.  Comerford  C.Ss.R., 
M.  Meehan  C.Ss.R.  and  J.  Nolan  C.Ss.R. 


Sister  Helen  Hayes  who  was  elected  to  a  third  four-year  term  as  Sister  General  and  her  Council, 
Sisters  Marilyn  MadDonald,  Assistant  General,  Bernice  Anstett,  Margaret  Ready  and 
Florence  Kelly. 


Outgoing  Councillors 
Sisters  Hilda  Lunney  and 
Catherine  Schmeltzer. 
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Father  Conleth  Overman,  CP.  who  has 
guided  the  S.O.S.  "through  the  mill' on 
four  different  occasions. 


AUGUST  15.  Finally  on  the  feast  of  the 
Assumption,  the  culmination  of  60  years 
of  service  to  God  and  the  Church  in 
Canada  was  the  acceptance  of  the  new 
Constitutions,  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of 
the  first  Sister  of  Service  and  one  of  our 
Co-founders,  Sister  Catherine  Donnelly, 
the  Golden  Jubilee  of  Sisters  Anne  Green 
and  Veronica  Gillis,  the  Silver  Jubilee  of 
Sister  Carmelita  Camozzi  and  the  re- 
newal of  vows  by  Sisters  Mary  Ellen 
Francoeur  and  Peggy  McFadden.  Truly 
it  was  a  day  which  the  Lord  had  made 
and,  to  top  it  all,  His  Eminence  Emmett 
Cardinal  Carter,  who  is  the  Ecclesiastical 


Superior  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  came  to 
Scarborough  to  celebrate  the  anniver- 
sary liturgy  and  to  speak  words  of  con- 
gratulation and  encouragement  to  the 
Community. 

Maybe,  by  August  15,  some  of  us  felt 
like  saying,  with  St.  Paul,  "I  have  fought 
the  good  fight  ...  I  have  run  the 
race  ...  I  have  kept  the  faith  ..."  In- 
stead, whatever  we  felt,  we  set  our 
course  into  the  future  and  said,  with 
Robert  Frost, 

"But  I  have  promises  to  keep, 
And  miles  to  go  before  I  sleep. " 


Sister  Domitilla  Morrison  at  one  of  several 

secretarial  jobs. 


At  the  Liturgy  and  reception  on  August  10,  Sister  Hayes  greets  the  families  and  friends  of  the 
S.O.S.  from  the  sanctuary. 


Among  the  guests  at  the  reception  on  August  10  was  Monsignor  Carey  of  Catholic  Church 
Extension.  He  is  shown  talking  to  Sister  Barton  and  Sister  Kelly. 


m 

His  Eminence  Gerald  Emmett  Cardinal  Carter  at  the  Jubilee  Mass  on  August  15. 
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Sister  Catherine  Donnelly,  the  first  Sister  of  Service  and  a  co-founder  of  the  Institute,  on  the 
60th  anniversary  of  her  entering. 


Golden  Jubilarians  who  were  present  at  the  Chapter:  1.  tor.  Sisters  Pauline  Coates,  Magdalen 
Barton,  Margaret  Morgan,  Veronica  Gillis,  Beatrice  DeMarsh,  Agnes  Hearn.  Back  row: 
Sisters  Domitilla  Morrison,  Leona  Rose  and  Anne  Green. 


Sisters  Peggy 
McFadden  and 
Mary  Ellen  Fran- 
coeur  who  renewed 
their  vows  on 
August  15. 
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Sister  Mathilda  Grace 

45  years  of  service 


Sister  Mathilda  Grace  was  born  in 
Hamilton  and  entered  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice in  1937.  She  died  on  August  5,  1982 
in  the  45th  year  of  her  religious  life. 

Sister  Grace  spent  most  of  her  life  as  a 
Sister  of  Service  in  the  Girls'  Residences 
in  Montreal  and  Vancouver  until, 
plagued  by  ill  health,  she  came  to  To- 
ronto in  1972  and  finally  went  to  the 
S.O.S.  Retirement  Residence  in  St. 
Catharines  in  1976.  She  had  been  seri- 
ously ill  for  some  time  before  her  death. 

I  knew  Sister  Grace  in  the  Novitiate. 
She  was  a  tall,  slender,  very  graceful 
young  woman  who  was  always  a  perfect 
lady.  It  would  have  been  easy  to  shock 
her  —  a  feat  which  the  rest  of  us  un- 
ashamedly attempted  to  do  as  often  as 
possible  —  except  for  her  very  lively 
sense  of  humour.  So  that,  in  the  act  of 
pursing  her  lips  into  an  expression  of 
shock,  her  eyes  would  dance  and  she 
usually  dissolved  into  laughter. 

Sister  was  very  gentle,  self-effacing 
person  who  did  not  change  over  the 
years  except  to  become  better.  I  have 
described  her  as  self-effacing,  and  she 
was.  But  one  thing  about  her  which  she 
never  attempted  to  hide  was  her  Irish  ex- 
traction. In  fact  the  story  is  told  about  her 
abhorence  of  tiger  lillies.  In  Vancouver, 
where  flowers  are  abundant,  Sister  went 
around  pinching  the  buds  off  the  lillies 
so  they  would  not  bloom.  This  is  under- 
standable when  one  knows  she  was 
brought  up  in  Ontario  at  a  time  when 
Irish  Catholics  were  not  among  the  most 
popular  citizens. 


One  of  the  younger  sisters  went  to 
Montreal  when  she  was  professed. 
Montreal  was  a  large,  very  busy  mission. 
The  young  sister  said  to  Sister  Grace  one 
day,  "People  are  always  asking  me 
things  which  I  don't  think  I  should  tell 
them.  What  do  you  do?"  Sister  Grace  re- 
plied, with  great  dignity,  "I  just  say,  I  re- 
ally couldn't  say."  "And"  said  the 
younger  sister,  "it  worked." 

Though  retiring  by  nature,  there  was 
nothing  very  retiring  about  Sister's 
death.  I  like  to  think  that  her  funeral 
would  have  tickled  her  sense  of  humour. 
When  she  died  we  were  just  finishing 
our  retreat.  She  was  buried  on  the  day 
our  Chapter  officially  opened.  Tradition- 
ally S.O.S.  funerals  have  few  S.O.S.  in 
attendance  because  we  are  such  a  widely 
scattered  group.  But  Sister  Grace  had 
some  60  sisters  at  her  funeral  which  is  al- 
most two-thirds  of  the  Community. 

The  Liturgy  of  the  Resurrection  was  in 
the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  chapel 
with  Sister's  nephew,  Father  Stephen 
Dunn,  CP.  as  principal  celebrant  and 
another  nephew,  Father  Robert  Dunn  as 
concelebrant  and  homilist.  Also  con- 
celebrating  were:  Father  K.  MacAuley, 
S.F.M.,  Father  E.  J.  Dowling,  S.J.  and 
Father  Conleth  Overman,  CP. 

To  Sister  Grace  may  be  applied  the 
words  of  Henri  Nouwen  in  The  Way  of  the 
Heart:  Gentle  persons  are  "so  fully  aware 
of  God's  great  mercy  that  their  life  itself 
becomes  a  ministry.  In  such  a  ministry 
there  is  hardly  any  difference  left  be- 
tween doing  and  being.  When  we  are 
filled  with  God's  merciful  presence,  we 
can  do  nothing  other  than  minister  be- 
cause our  whole  being  witnesses  to  the 
light  that  has  come  into  darkness." 

To  Sister  Grace's  family,  friends  and  to 
ourselves  we  offer  congratulations  that 
another  "gentle  woman"  has  gone  to 
God. 
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Golden  &  Silver  Jubilees 

Sister  Anne  Green,  Sister  Veronica  Gillis  and  Sister  Carmelita  Camozzi 


In  1932  Sister  Anne  Green  left  her  home 
in  Killaloe,  Ontario,  in  the  Ottawa  Val- 
ley, to  enter  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  To- 
ronto. 

Sisters  years  of  service  include  mis- 
sions from  coast  to  coast  —  Halifax,  To- 
ronto, Christian  Island,  Ottawa,  Win- 
nipeg, Bergfield,  Saskatchewan,  Man- 
ning and  Vancouver.  She  is  presently 
living  at  2224  Cameron  Street,  Regina. 

Sister  Anne  Green 


Sister  Veronica  Gillis  of  Port  au  Port, 
Newfoundland  entered  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  1932. 

Sister  Gillis  was  first  missioned  at  the 
Montreal  Girls'  Residence,  then  for  eight 
years  served  as  Novice  Mistress  in  To- 
ronto. Sister  was  later  missioned  at  the 
Girls'  Residences  in  Halifax,  Ottawa,  To- 
ronto and  Winnipeg  where  she  also 
served  as  Superior.  Sister  Gillis  is  pre- 
sently living  at  the  Motherhouse  where 
she  is  the  bookkeeper.  During  the  1954 
Chapter,  Sister  Gillis  was  elected  to  the 
Sister  Veronica  Gillis  General  Council. 


Sister  Carmelita  Camozzi,  originally 
from  Rossland,  B.C.,  celebrates  her  25th 
year  as  a  Sister  of  Service.  Sister  has  been 
active  in  religious  education  across 
Canada.  She  received  her  early  educa- 
tion in  British  Columbia,  her  B.A.  from 
the  University  of  Windsor  and  a  Masters 
Degree  in  Religious  Education  from 
Seattle  University. 

At  the  present  time  Sister  Camozzi  is 
stationed  in  Bishop's  Falls,  Newfound- 
land, and  works  with  Catholic  families  in 
the  outports,  assisting  them  in  the  learn- 
ing of  their  faith  through  correspon- 
dence and  enabling  catechists  in  larger 
ports  to  organize  Sunday  Schools. 
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Sister  Carmelita  Camozzi 


A  Letter  to  Rev.  George  T.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 

Archbishop's  Residence 

Toronto,  September  4,  1922 


Archbishop  Neil  McNeil 


Though  he  did  not  want  to  be  called  a  Co- 
Founder,  one  wonders  if  the  Sisters  of  Service 
would  ever  have  been  founded  without  his  for- 
midable support. 


Dear  Father, 

There  are  indications  that  immigrants 
from  Continental  Europe  will  soon  be 
coming  again  for  settlement  on  the  land 
in  Canada.  Our  experience  of  former 
movements  of  this  kind  points  to  the 
need  of  more  systematic  care  after  settle- 
ment than  the  Church  has  given  in  the 
past.  Immigrants  come  as  invividuals  or 
as  separate  families.  They  need  to  be  or- 
ganized not  only  to  preserve  and  prac- 
tise their  faith  but  also  to  enable  them  to 
take  their  place  in  the  civil  life  of  the  na- 
tion. Our  lack  of  success  with  them  in  the 
past,  as  far  as  it  existed,  was  due  in  part 
to  insufficient  effort  to  combine  social 
and  civic  formation  with  missionary 
zeal. 

I  regard  the  founding  of  the  society 
known  as  the  Sisters  of  Service  as  a  very 
important  step  towards  a  solution  of  the 
problem  of  immigration.  Its  purpose 
combines  the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment  from  a 
Canadian  point  of  view.  It  is  constructive 
work  of  the  best  kind.  Though  originat- 
ing in  Toronto  it  is  not  in  any  sense  for 
Toronto.  Its  appeal  is  to  the  whole 
Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  be- 
come interested  in  the  success  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service. 

I  feel  assured  that  God  will  bless  your 
work  on  behalf  of  the  society  and  that 
Catholics  everywhere  will  respond 
generously  to  your  appeal  for  funds. 

Sincerely  yours, 
(signed)  N.  McNeil 
Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

The  original  letter  is  on  file  at  the  Mother 
House  in  Archbishop  Neil  McNeil's  han- 
dwriting. 
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Sister  Catherine  Donnelly,  S.O.S. 


Sister  Catherine  Donnelly  whose  zeal 
and  enthusiasm  brought  into  being  the 
Community  known  as  The  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice was  born  in  1884  on  a  farm  Lot  One, 
Concession  Five,  Tossorontio 
Township.  Her  parents  were  Hugh  and 
Catherine  Donnelly. 

Sister  received  her  elementary  educa- 
tion in  an  ungraded  school  -  No.  2  Tos- 
sorontio, later  known  as  Meadowbrook 
School.  She  attended  Alliston  High 
School  from  which  she  obtained  her  "en- 
trance to  Normal"  in  1904.  A  year  later 
she  received  her  teacher's  certificate 
from  the  Toronto  Normal  School.  This, 
however,  was  not  the  beginning  of  Sis- 
ter's teaching  career  for  she  had  begun  to 
teach  as  early  as  1902  in  No.  10  School, 
Adjala.    After  receiving  her  Normal 
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School  Certificate  she  continued  to  teach 
in  various  schools  in  Ontario  until  1918 
when  she  decided  to  "go  west".  She 
taught  first  in  Alberta  and  prepared  her- 
self gradually,  by  summer  schools,  etc., 
until  finally  she  was  qualified  to  teach 
High  School  in  any  province  in  the  West. 

Distressed  over  the  lack  of  religious 
education  in  Western  Canada  and  deter- 
mined to  do  something  about  the  dearth 
of  Catholic  teachers  in  the  schools,  she 
conceived  the  idea  of  a  Community  of  re- 
ligious women  who,  without  the  trap- 
pings of  the  old  religious  orders,  would 
be  free  to  work  among  the  people  in 
Western  Canada  and  provide  Christian 
education  for  the  children  of  new  Cana- 
dians. 

She  returned  to  Toronto  and  ap- 
proached Father  Arthur  Coughlan,  the 
Provincial  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers, 
with  her  idea.  Father  Coughlan  obtained 
the  approval  of  Archbishop  Neil  McNeil 
and  from  that  date  the  Community  be- 
came a  reality.  In  August  1924  Sister 
Catherine  Donnelly  made  her  first  Vows 
as  a  Sister  of  Service  and  with  two  Sister 
companions  left  Toronto  for  Camp  Mor- 
ton, Manitoba,  to  take  charge  of  the  two 
rural  schools  and  to  offer  health  service 
to  the  people  of  the  area.  Her  last  teach- 
ing appointment  was  in  Rycroft,  Al- 
berta, at  the  age  of  71. 

After  fifty  years  of  labor  in  the  Western 
provinces,  in  the  classrooms  and  in  sum- 
mer vacation  schools,  teaching  the  word 
of  God,  Sister  Donnelly  is  now  retired 
and  living  in  St.  Catharines,  grateful  to 
God  for  the  years  of  fruitful  service  she 
has  been  permitted  to  render  Him. 

As  long  as  she  lives  Sister  Catherine 
Donnelly  will  be  the  embodiment  of  Vat- 
ican II's  admonition  to  religious  to  return 
to  the  sources.  She  will  be  a  strong  voice 
reminding  us  that  we  are  first  and  last 
missionary  sisters. 


The  Habit  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 

1922  —  1982 


The  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  was 
founded  in  Toronto,  Canada,  on  August 
15,  1922.  It  was  a  purely  Canadian  Insti- 
tute with  no  shadow  or  vestige  of  Euro- 
pean influence.  This  was  unusual  at  a 
time  when  those  religious  communities 
which  had  been  founded  in  Canada  had 
been  influenced  by  the  traditional  modes 
of  religious  life  found  in  Europe.  The  In- 
stitute was  founded  to  meet  purely 
Canadian  needs  and  from  the  beginning 
employed  Canadian  methods. 

The  Sisters  were  to  work  with  new 
Canadians:  1  -  in  the  rural  areas  of  West- 
ern Canada;  2  -  at  the  ports  of  entry  to 
Canada  to  welcome,  assist  and  refer 
Catholic  immigrants;  3  -  in  residences  or 
hostels  in  the  major  Canadian  cities  for 
the  young  immigrant  girls. 

Because  the  bulk  of  the  work  done  by 
the  Institute  was  to  be  in  the  rural  areas 
of  the  West  where  the  Sisters  would 
live  among  the  people,  teach  in  pub- 
lic schools,  do  parish  visiting  and 
public  health  nursing,  and  establish 
small  hospitals,  it  was  at  first  intended 
that  the  sisters  would  not  wear  a  uni- 
form. However,  for  reasons  which  are 
not  clear  from  the  archives  of  the  Insti- 
tute, it  was  deemed  advisable  that  a  uni- 
form resembling  that  of  a  nurse  should 
be  worn.  Consequently,  one  of  the 
foremost  women's  tailors  in  Toronto  was 
approached  to  design  a  uniform.  This 
was  in  1922  or  '23  when  the  waist-line  of 
women's  dresses  was  very  low,  the  skirt 
gathered  onto  the  waist  and  a  wide  belt 
or  sash  was  worn  between  the  two.  This 
was,  in  fact,  the  design  of  the  first  uni- 
form which  was  made  of  grey  woolen 
material. 

The  skirt  was  ankle  length  which  was 
the  norm  in  1922.  To  complete  the  outfit 
the  sisters  wore  stiff  white  Eton  collars 
and  stiff  white  cuffs  with  a  plain  silver 
cross  on  a  blue  cord  around  their  necks. 


At  first  there  was  no  intention  that  the 
uniform  should  include  any  head  cover- 
ing. However,  it  was  found  inconve- 
nient for  people  who  spent  some  hours 
each  day  in  the  chapel  to  have  no  perma- 
nent head  covering. 

St.  Michael's  Hospital  in  Toronto  pro- 
vided a  nurse's  cap  which  was  used  as  a 
pattern  for  a  grey  silk  poplin  cap  with  a 
white  pique  band  at  the  hair  line. 
Neither  the  cap  nor  the  cross  was  ever 
worn  in  public  schools  or  universities. 
Outdoor  garb  was,  in  summer,  a  short 
cape  and  a  hat  of  the  same  material.  The 
hat  had  a  sectioned  crown  and  a  finely 
stitched  turnup  brim. 

For  the  first  few  summers  the  fabric 
hat  was  changed  for  a  navy  blue  straw 


The  first  uniform 
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Summer  hat  &  cape  of  the  20' 's 


with  a  grey  band.  This  did  not  last  long, 
probably  because  of  the  greater  expense 
involved  in  the  straw  hats  and  their 
much  shorter  life. 

In  winter  a  long  coat  with  a  short  cape 
attached  replaced  the  summer  cape. 

Though  the  Constitutions  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  provided  that  the  uniform 
could  be  changed  "whenever  it  became 
conspicuous  by  its  oddity",  it  was  many 
years  before  such  a  change  was  made.  By 
that  time,  the  uniform,  which  originally 
had  conformed  to  the  standards  of  con- 
temporary fashion,  had  indeed  become 
conspicuous. 

The  new  uniform,  adopted  in  1962,  re- 
mained grey  in  colour  but  was  made  of  a 
synthetic  material.  It  was  a  simple  grey 
dress  with  soft  white  collar  and  either 
full-length  or  three-quarter  sleeves,  a 
normal  waistline  and  a  gored  skirt.  For 
outdoors  in  summer,  a  grey  straw  hat 
with  a  draped  crown  was  worn  with  a 
navy  blue  burberry-type  coat. 

In  winter  the  hat  was  similar  in  style  to 
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the  straw  but  made  of  felt.  The  coat  was  a 
plain  grey  which  could  be  bought  in 
most  stores.  The  hemline  was  flexible 
but  was  not  to  go  higher  than  eleven  in- 
ches from  the  ground. 

During  the  period  of  wide  experimen- 
tation which  followed  Vatican  Council 
II,  some  sisters  were  permitted  to  wear 
casual  clothes  when  off  duty  until  in  1970 
the  wearing  of  the  uniform  became  com- 
pletely optional.  For  a  time  some  sisters 
clung  to  the  uniform  but  now,  in  1982,  it 
has  almost  completely  disappeared. 

Interestingly,  the  uniform  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  was  rarely  recognized  as 
religious  garb,  most  frequently  the  sis- 
ters were  thought  to  be  nurses  and  occa- 
sionally they  were  asked  if  they  were  in 
the  Canadian  Armed  Forces. 


Winter  hat  &  cape  of  the  20 's 


St.  Michael's  provides  nurse's  caps 


Straw  summer  hats 


Summer  outdoor  wear  of  the  40' s  Long  winter  coats 


Uniform  of  the  60' s 

Summer  hat  &  coat  in  background 


Winter  attire  of  the  60' s  1982 
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Glimpses  from  the  Past 

1952  —  1967 


Dear  Readers: 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  we  finally 
chose  from  the  F.  A.H.  the  following  fac- 
tual and  interesting  accounts  of  what 
happened.  There  are  just  a  few  which  we 
hope  you  will  enjoy  reading. 

Ed. 

Hold  on  to  Your  Hat! 

April  1956 

HALIFAX:  Literally,  I  didn't  have  to  hang 
on  to  my  hat,  but  it  was  only  by  a  good 
old-fashioned  tug-of-war  that  I  am  still 
able  to  call  it  my  own. 

Our  hats  sat  contentedly  on  the  shelf 
—  two  grey  hats  minding  their  own  busi- 
ness —  just  waiting  the  end  of  the  day 
when  two  Sister  port-workers  would  put 
them  on  and  go  home.  But  that  after- 
noon nearly  proved  fatal,  not  for  the  hats 
especially  (although  they  were  the  cause 
of  the  fracas)  but  for  one  little  Sister  of 
Service. 

A  boat  had  just  come  in  and  we  had 
left  our  booth  to  work  among  the  immig- 
rants a  few  yards  away.  Now  and  then 
we  would  take  a  quick  glance  back  to  see 
if  any  passengers  were  there  looking  for 
assistance.  What  was  my  amazement 
when  I  noticed  a  lad  hanging  over  the 
railing  of  the  booth,  his  two  feet  in 
midair.  "UM  ...  m  .  .  .  m  .  .  .!"  I 
thought  to  myself,  "what's  he  reaching 
for?"  To  my  horror,  I  discovered  that  he 
was  clutching  my  hat  with  one  hand  and 
reaching  for  Sister's  hat  with  the  other, 
at  the  same  time  trying  to  balance  him- 
self on  the  railing! 

"Please",  I  said  in  a  low,  kind  voice, 
"that  is  my  hat".  A  blank  stare  was  all  I 
got.  Well,  didn't  I  know  he  was  Greek? 
Didn't  I  know  that  he  could  not  under- 
stand me?  So  I  put  out  my  hand  for  my 
property.  He  hung  on. 

No  .  .  .  o  .  .  .  o  .  .  .!,  he  said,  shaking 


his  head.  That  was  the  battle  cry!  He 
pulled.  I  pulled.  Then  we  both  pulled  to- 
gether. "Dear  Lord",  I  sighed,  "please 
don't  let  it  tear  apart".  I  had  to  be  calm.  So 
I  pulled  again,  this  time  with  such  force 
that  I  nearly  fell  backwards.  But  I  had 
scored  a  victory!  The  hat  was  mine  once 
again! 

Now  my  worthy  opponent  saw  red. 
His  pal  came  up  beside  him.  Mother 
Cabrini!  What  if  they  ganged  up  on  me?  I 
stretched  myself  to  my  full  five  feet  and 
faced  them  bravely. 

It  was  my  opponent's  turn  to  do  the 
explaining.  He  pointed  to  the  hat,  then 
to  his  head.  (Aha,  he  wants  the  hat  for 
himself!)  Then  he  pointed  to  Sister's  hat 
and  then  to  his  friend's  head,  marking 
each  gesture  with  great  emphasis.  (Oh 
yes,  he  wants  Sister's  hat  for  his  pal). 

I  gave  a  little  laugh  —  the  kind  you 
give  when  you're  laughing  on  the  out- 
side and  boiling  inside.  In  halting  En- 
glish and  with  wild  gestures  which  no 
European  could  ever  master  I  explained. 
Two  hats  go  with  two  coats.  Pointed  to 
the  coats  hanging  (at  a  safe  distance)  on 
the  coat  rack.  Lifted  my  cap  slightly  to 
demonstrate  that,  when  cap  is  removed, 
hat  goes  on  in  its  place.  Kept  on  smiling. 
"Oh  .  .  .  o  .  .  .o  .  .  .!"  says  my  friend. 
The  two  had  an  animated  conversation 
in  Greek  —  which  was  really  Greek  to 
me.  Both  glared  at  me,  turned  and 
walked  away.  Every  now  and  then  they 
looked  back  over  their  shoulders. 
Another  glare,  some  muttered  words, 
and  then  they  disappeared  in  the  crowd. 

Well,  one  hundred,  two  hundred,  or 
even  three  hundred  years  from  now,  no 
mother  reading  to  her  little  Johnny  from 
the  "Lives  of  the  Saints"  will  ever  say: 
"Today  is  the  Feast  of  Saint  Salvatrice. 
You  remember  her  story,  dear.  She  was 
the  little  Sister  of  Service  who  gave  her 
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hat  to  a  poor  immigrant  boy". 

Saint  Martin  of  Tours,  pray  for  me! 


A  New  Canadian  Speaks 

July  1952 

The  long  dreamed  of  goal  was  reached. 
After  weeks  and  months  of  planning, 
Vancouver,  B.C.  was  a  reality  at  last.  My 
heart  was  light,  my  spirits  high  and  I 
thanked  the  good  God  for  the  great  gift 
of  life.  The  scenery  seemed  superb,  the 
climate  so  moderate,  in  fact  all  I  had  ever 
read  or  heard  of  this  great  country  was 
true. 

However,  every  joy  has  its  drop  of  bit- 
terness. As  the  days  passed  into  weeks,  I 
applied  and  re-applied  at  the  various  bu- 
reaux and  Labour  Exchange  offices  with 
no  success.  Even  after  pocketing  my 
European  pride  in  skilled  workmanship 
and  offering  to  accept  anything  in  an 
emergency,  there  was  still  no  job.  I  was 
beginning  to  feel  very,  very  disap- 
pointed and  lonely  in  a  foreign  land. 

Then  on  a  certain  Thursday  evening,  a 
fellow  countryman  in  much  the  same 
predicament  as  myself,  invited  me  to 
come  with  him  to  a  Club  conducted  by 
Catholic  Sisters.  He  claimed  these  good 
sisters  were  interested  in  immigrants 
from  all  countries. 

As  I  think  back  now,  that  was  the  be- 
ginning of  a  happy  ending!  Once  again 
the  Sisters  in  Grey  —  had  so  graciously 
helped  me  on  my  arrival  in  Halifax  — 
were  extending  their  Christlike  charity 
to  me.  Though  a  stranger  still,  I  was  try- 
ing to  strike  roots  into  the  adopted  land 
of  my  choice. 

The  Club  was  gaily  lighted.  Music  and 
chatter  were  in  the  air  when  we  arrived.  I 
was  invited  to  sign  the  Guest  Book  and 
then  to  my  delight  was  introduced  to  a 
group  of  smiling  young  ladies  of  my  own 
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tongue.  It  was  not  long  until  I  was  in  the 
full  swing  of  things.  I  am  becoming  quite 
Canadianized  in  my  phrasing.  A  very 
pleasant  evening  proved  to  be  but  the 
first  of  many  to  follow. 

The  classes  in  English  and  Citizen- 
ship, which  I  discovered  were  taught  in 
two  groups  by  Sisters  previous  to  the  so- 
cial evening  every  Thursday,  gave  me  a 
feeling  of  protection  and  care.  As  I  had 
no  knowledge  of  the  language  or  cus- 
toms of  Canada,  the  patience  and  kind- 
ness with  which  both  these  subjects 
were  taught  added  greatly  to  my  feeling 
of  security. 

I  discussed  my  financial  quandary 
with  Sister  Superior  and,  to  my  utter  sur- 
prise, found  that  temporary  employ- 
ment was  also  a  service  rendered  by  this 
unique  and  God-sent  haven  —  1715 
West  Eleventh  Avenue. 

Happily  for  me  I  eventually  secured 
work  with  a  firm  which  was  in  need  of  a 
man  with  my  profession.  There  is  plenty 
of  opportunity  for  advancement  and  I 
am  full  of  plans  for  the  future.  However, 
I  so  fully  realize  what  a  great  benefit  the 
Sisters  of  Service  were  to  me  when  I  most 
needed  friendship,  advice  and  help  that 
the  desire  to  share  my  happiness  and  ex- 
periences prompted  these  few  words. 


First  Person  Singular 

October  1958 

It  comes  to  all  of  us  —  the  dream  of  being 
heroic  on  the  grand  scale,  I  mean.  The 
dream,  yes,  but  the  opportunity  is  rare. 
So  I  was  determined  to  rise  to  great 
heights  that  night  when  smoke  billowed 
up  the  staircase  of  the  Residence  for  Girls 
which  was  my  first  mission.  I  was  scared 
to  death,  of  course,  but  hoped  I  was  giv- 
ing the  impression  of  calm  assurance  as  I 
quietened  the  girls,  tried  to  maintain 


order  and  directed  them  to  their  proper 
exits.  We  hardly  had  time  to  realize  there 
was  a  fire  before  ladders  were  scaling  our 
walls  and  a  fireman  was  offering  to  help 
me  through  the  window.  Ah,  this  was  it! 
This  was  the  once-in-a-lifetime  opportu- 
nity to  be  a  heroine!  This  was  my  big  mo- 
ment! Stepping  back  from  the  window  I 
said  firmly,  "Oh  no,  don't  bother  about 
me.  Take  the  girls  first." 

Momentarily  and  appraisingly  the 
fireman  looked  me  over.  Then  in  a  voice 
which  suggested  that  patience  and 
exasperation  were  struggling  for  control, 
he  said  quietly. 

"And  what  are  you?" 


Report  Writers 
I  Have  Lived  With 

January  1960 

The  Russians  were  the  first  to  invent  re- 
ports. They  do  not  claim  that  honour  but 
we  give  it  to  them  just  the  same.  If  it  was 
not  the  Russians,  then  it  was  diabolical. 
But  you  cannot  blame  either  the  Rus- 
sians or  the  Devil  for  all  the  ramifications 
that  have  grown  out  of  the  refinement  of 
torture  called  the  Annual  Report.  The 
month  of  January  is  the  critical  month.  If 
you  live  through  January,  your  chances 
are  a  hundred  to  one  that  you  finish  out 
the  year. 

January  is  the  time  when  pastors,  who 
looked  so  benevolent  and  mellow  during 
the  Christmas  rush,  now  look  gaunt  and 
harried.  If  you  are  working  on  a  report  of 
your  own,  keep  away  from  the  parish  of- 
fice, especially  if  your  hand-writing  is 
good.  Matrimonial  and  baptismal  regis- 
ters are  on  the  cure's  mind  and'  could 
easily  fall  into  your  hands.  If  you  are 
asked,  "What  is  Effie's  last  name?";  you 
can  tell  that  the  census  report  is  in  ques- 


tion. The  only  way  to  treat  these  makers 
of  bishop's  reports  is  with  unfailing  sym- 
pathy; the  words  do  not  matter  as  long  as 
you  can  achieve  a  soft,  low,  melodious 
murmur.  Numerous  cups  of  coffee  help. 

Then  there  are  teachers'  reports.  Most 
teachers  can  add  sideways  and  up  and 
down  but  you  do  run  into  a  few  who  can- 
not. Sometimes  the  pupils  are  a  big  help, 
sometimes  not.  Then  the  principal  has  to 
be  called  in  to  settle  the  matter.  With  or- 
dinary fussing  the  attendance,  the  van 
driver's  and  the  pupils'  reports  get  done. 
But  an  irresistible  force  meets  an  immov- 
able object  when  the  time  comes  for 
cumulative  reports!  Then  comes  the 
struggle  with  I.Q.'s,  levels,  language- 
barriers,  backgrounds,  ages,  physical 
defects  and  personalities.  These  reports 
also  should  be  done  in  January,  but  there 
are  always  empty  spaces  in  June. 

The  latest  reports  I  have  met  with  are 
social  service  or  welfare  reports.  The 
writer  goes  into  a  semi-swoon  with  a 
mild  expression  on  her  face.  She  is  lost  in 
her  own  world  (a  shrinking  world)  of 
compulsions,  hostilities,  needs,  experi- 
ences and  committees  (preferably  steer- 
ing). All  this  she  must  fit  in  with:  in 
terms  of,  on-going,  selective,  contribute, 
functions,  potent  problems,  current 
trend,  flexible  or  liquid  and  counselling. 
In  this  condition  cups  of  tea  always  help. 
Everything  ends  "hopefully". 

If  you  live  in  a  convent  there  is  such  a 
thing  as  a  Mother  House  report.  Some- 
times this  involves  several  people.  After 
a  while  you  can  get  to  know  which  is 
which  by  a  mere  glance,  and  you  become 
quite  skilful  in  dealing  with  them. 

There  is  the  work-report-maker.  She  is 
sure  to  accost  you  with:  "You  kept  an  ac- 
count of  the  visits  you  made  last  Spring. 
Can  you  tell  me  offhand  how  many  there 
were?"  She  knows  perfectly  well  that  if 
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you  don't  answer  offhand  you  won't  an- 
swer at  all.  The  strategy  here  is  to  open 
your  eyes  wide  as  if  thinking,  instead 
you  guess  wildly.  If  you  can  mange  to 
look  innocent,  the  strategy  may  work. 
The  nice  thing  about  these  work-report- 
people  is  that,  once  they  have  taken  you 
at  your  word,  they  leave  you  alone. 
There  is  no  more  checking. 

The  financial-report-sister  is  different. 
You  cannot  get  rid  of  her  until  you  find 
or  manufacture  a  receipt  or  a  tab.  I  don't 
know  which  is  which,  but  she  does, 
Sometimes  this  financial  wizard  has 
troubles  of  her  own.  She  goes  about  mut- 
tering: $7.83  ...  if  only  it  were  $700 
short  I  wouldn't  have  any  trouble  find- 
ing it,  but  $7.83!"  At  that  moment  you 
have  the  guilty  feeling  that  there  are  17 
cents  in  your  pocket  that  you  can't  ac- 
count for,  so  you  just  pretend  that  you 
don't  hear.  If  it  gets  to  the  point  where 
you  believe  she  really  needs  sympathy, 
then  agree  vehemently  and  loudly  with 
all  she  says,  whether  you  understand  it 
or  not. 

Without  any  doubt  the  worst  re- 
portmaker  of  all  is  the  keeper  of  the  petty 
cash.  You  are  expected  to  answer  this 
type  of  question  from  her:  "You  bought 
$1.00  worth  of  tickets  and  used  three, 
where  are  the  other  four?"  Or,  "I  know 
the  regular  price  is  $1.50  but  you  got  this 
on  sale,  where  is  the  change?"  And  for 
the  sake  of  variety,  "Did  you  hand  in 
your  expense  account?"  But  I  know  the 
answer  to  all  that  pother.  I  am  now  in 
charge  of  the  petty  cash  myself. 


Fargo  Forum 

July,  1960 

north  DAKOTA:  It  was  recess  time  at  the 
annual  Religious  Vacation  School  in  Ar- 
gusville,  just  19  miles  out  of  Fargo, 
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North  Dakota.  The  children  were  in  the 
midst  of  an  obstacle  race  when  an  un- 
familiar car  drove  up.  As  soon  as  the  two 
passengers  got  out  it  was  obvious  that 
they  were  reporters. 

Equipped  with  notebook  and  ready- 
to-flash  camera  they  came  from  the  city 
newspaper,  Fargo  Forum.  The  assembly 
of  children  appeared  to  them  to  be  a  form 
of  supervised  summer  recreation.  They 
were  amazed  to  hear  that  every  day  for 
two  weeks  these  forty  children  came  by 
car,  from  within  a  radius  of  10  to  16 
miles,  for  religious  instruction. 

We  told  the  reporters  about  our  work 
as  catechists  in  the  summer  months.  We 
outlined  our  daily  programme,  em- 
phasizing that  in  Argusville  we  were  as- 
sisted by  two  lay  catechists.  It  was  at  this 
point  that  one  of  the  men  asked  who  we 
were,  since  we  were  in  uniform.  The 
usual  questions  followed  when  we  re- 
plied that  we  were  Catholic  sisters. 

Supplied  with  bare,  cold  facts,  the  re- 
porters left  as  quickly  as  they  had  come. 
Behind  bare  facts  there  are  interesting 
stories.  In  the  case  of  a  sister-catechist 
there  is  the  striving  toward  a  goal  to  be 
reached  within  a  given  time. 

A  sister  knows  some  time  in  advance 
when  she  will  be  going  out  to  teach  in  re- 
ligious vacation  schools.  Once  the  prob- 
lem of  packing  all  her  necessary  teaching 
aids  has  been  solved,  and  it  is  a  big  one, 
there  is  nothing  to  hinder  the  sister  in 
her  desire  to  reach  the  children,  children 
whom  she  has  been  destined  from  all 
eternity  to  teach. 

The  sister-catechist  realizes  that  the 
mind  and  heart  of  a  child  can  be  com- 
pared to  a  field  in  which  we  plant  the 
seed  of  the  word  of  God.  Her  responsi- 
bility is  to  plant  the  seed  in  a  way  that 
will  result  in  spiritual  growth.  We  have 
to  do  more  than  merely  prepare  the  chil- 
dren to  receive  the  Sacraments.  Knowl- 


edge  is  a  means  to  an  end  in  teaching 
religion.  The  end  is  the  growth  of  the 
child  in  the  likeness  of  Christ.  The  last 
sentence  runs  through  my  mind  and  is 
before  me  as  much  as  possible;  but  other 
challenges  are  before  me  as  well  when  a 
day  at  religious  vacation  school  is  in  ses- 
sion. 

In  this  age  of  self-expression,  TV,  jets, 
speed  and  constant  motion,  it  is  more 
than  a  competition  to  cope  with  any  one 
of  the  above,  let  alone  all  of  them  at  once. 
However  we  cannot  throw  up  our  hands 
in  horror  or  despair  at  the  pace  of  the 
world.  We  have  to  move  along  with  it, 
being  wise  as  serpents.  There  seems  to 
be  no  happy  medium  between  the  days 
when  children  were  seen  and  not  heard 
and  today's  children  of  no  inhibitions. 
The  difficulty  in  class  is  that  self  is  not 
usually  expressed  at  the  right  time  or  in 
the  proper  manner. 

Dramatization  of  the  doctrine  taught 
stimulates  the  ever-ready,  ever-eager 
imagination  of  the  children.  It  increases 
understanding  of  the  lesson  which  leads 
to  greater  appreciation  of  the  doctrine. 
Most  important  of  all,  it  demonstrates 
how  well  the  children  have  grasped  the 
doctrine  they  were  taught.  This,  of 
course,  is  the  essential  aim  in  presenting 
the  drama;  the  second  aim  is  to  afford  the 
children  a  chance  to  let  off  their  excess 
steam. 

Religious  vacation  school  dramatiza- 
tion is  of  the  free  and  spontaneous  type. 
All  the  preparation  needed  for  this  is  to 
tell  the  story  and  suggest,  "Let's  act  the 
story  now.  Who  will  be  Mary,  or  the 
Angel  Gabriel?"  There  are  more  volun- 
teers than  parts  to  be  played  but  that  is 
taken  care  of  by  a  repeat  performance 
with  different  players  or  a  different  story 
and  play.  The  children  produce  their 
own  sound  effects  and,  I  assure  you, 


they  do  an  excellent  job. 

One  "St.  Joseph"  had  quite  a  flare  for 
acting  and  a  flow  of  speech  all  his  own. 
When  the  performers  arrived  in 
Bethlehem,  as  they  enacted  the  story  of 
Christmas,  and  were  settled  in  the  shel- 
ter they  had  found,  St.  Joseph  spoke  to 
Mary  in  a  business-like  way:  "You  stay 
here,  Mary,  while  I  go  to  town  and  get 
some  groceries.  I'm  taking  the  donkey." 
Needless  to  say  Mary  obeyed.  Dramati- 
zations provide  an  opportunity  for  pupil 
participation  and  are  a  learning  activity 
which  the  children  thoroughly  enjoy. 

Dramas,  such  as  they  are,  do  not  use 
all  our  time.  Classes  include  many  teach- 
ing techniques  with  the  usual  irrele- 
vances intruding  themselves  at  inter- 
vals. Out  of  turn  and  without  bearing  on 
the  lesson  being  given,  one  little  boy  vol- 
unteered, "Sister,  today  is  Mommy's 
and  Daddy's  anniversary.  He  was  six.  I 
asked  which  anniversary.  Proudly  he 
told  me,  "Its  the  40th  and  my  daddy  is  38 
years  old."  His  eight-year-old  brother  at 
an  adjoining  table  quickly  corrected  the 
statement  to  14th  anniversary. 

When  they  were  being  briefed  for  a 
class  meditation  I  said  to  the  children, 
"Now  think  of  Jesus  and  what  He  is 
doing.  Make  the  picture  in  your  mind, 
see  it  as  clearly  as  you  can  when  you  are 
thinking  about  it".  One  questioned 
quickly,  "Which  channel  do  we  use  to 
get  that  picture,  Sister?  I  keep  on  seeing 
Zorro."  TV  is  the  predominating  factor 
in  their  little  lives.  Most  of  their  volun- 
tary sacrifices  made  for  Jesus  were  writ- 
ten thus:  "I  mist  a  TV  program  of  car- 
tons." (I  missed  a  TV  program  of  car- 
toons.). 

The  Fargo  Forum  reporters  had  bare 
facts,  but  behind  the  facts  were  objec- 
tives. Little  did  they  know  that  within 
the  four  walls  of  the  frame  church  the 
catechists  were  endeavouring  to  train 
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children  to  the  conscious  fulfillment  of 
the  Will  of  God.  What  higher  motive 
could  one  give  children,  the  potential 
leaders  of  tomorrow,  the  future  saints  of 
heaven.  It  is  the  privilege  of  the  catechist 
to  obey  Christ's  command,  "Go  and 
teach  .  .  .  and  bear  fruit."  Christ's  words 
do  not  change  for  each  century.  They  are 
the  same,  yesterday,  today  and  forever. 
He  will  be  looking  for  fruit. 


The  Many  Hats  of 
S.O.S.  Nursing 

October  1965 

Sisters  of  Service  rarely  have  straightfor- 
ward jobs  in  which  they  do  one  thing 
and  one  thing  only.  Almost  all  of  us  have 
more  than  one  task,  or  else  we  pinch-hit 
for  others  while  doing  that  to  which  we 
have  been  assigned.  This  is  true  of  Sister 
Mary  Haider. 

Sister  Haider's  home  is  at  Our  Lady's 
Hospital,  Vilna,  Alberta.  But  her  regular 
work  keeps  her  away  from  home  all 
week.  She  is  a  public  health  nurse  with 
the  St.  Paul,  Alberta  Country  Health 
Unit.  During  the  week  she  lives  in  St. 
Paul  and  works  out  from  there  in  the  dis- 
trict —  doing  school  nursing,  child  wel- 
fare work  et  cetera.  She  wears  the  uni- 
form of  an  Alberta  Public  Health  Nurse. 

On  weekends  Sister  Haider  comes 
home  to  Vilna.  There,  in  the  white  uni- 
form of  an  S.O.S.  nurse,  she  helps  out  on 
floor  duty.  Or,  in  her  regular  grey  uni- 
form she  may  relieve  the  sister  in  the  of- 
fice as  admitting  officer. 

Boredom  is  rare  in  the  S.O.S.  and  our 
usual  multiple  tasks  are  the  reason  why. 
Having  more  than  one  iron  in  the  fire 
and  the  ability  to  fill  a  breach  at  a  mo- 
ment's notice  keep  the  S.O.S.  nurse,  or 
catechist,  or  social  worker,  or  teacher, 
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young  and  interested  and  happy. 

For  the  great  blessing  of  plenty  of 
work,  dear  Lord  we  thank  you! 


Sister  Haider  in  the  uniform  of  a  provincial 
public  health  nurse  in  Alberta.  Sister  is  still  a 
public  health  nurse  but  now  works  with  Na- 
tional Health  and  Welfare  at  Whitehorse. 


SOS-o-gram 

from  here  and  there 

1967 

Toronto:  Beginning  with  our  editor  of 
The  Field  at  Home  the  sisters,  from  East  to 
West,  are  entering  wholeheartedly  into 
Centennial  celebrations. 

In  Edmonton,  at  7:30  on  New  Year's 
Day,  Sister  Graf  and  Sister  Saucier  at- 
tended the  ceremony  of  the  lighting  of 
the  Centennial  flame  at  the  Legislative 
Buildings.  But  what  really  set  their  Cana- 
dian hearts  aglow  was  the  sound  of  the 
National  anthem  ringing  out  from  the 
newly-installed  carillon.  A  one  hundred 
"rocket  salute"  ended  the  program. 

We  heard  from  Ottawa  that  they  en- 
joyed the  Capital's  inauguration  of  Cen- 
tennial Year  on  TV  but  watched  the  fire- 
works from  their  window.  We  in  To- 
ronto saw  the  same  program  on  TV  but 


missed  the  live  rocket  display. 

From  the  Lake  Centre  News,  Gimli, 
Manitoba,  February  10,  1967:  "Centen- 
nial Pageant  at  Gimli"  —  Who  are  the 
Canadians?  Groups  which  deserve  high 
commendation  for  their  part  in  making 
the  program  the  success  it  was  include 
the  Sisters  of  Service  from  Camp  Morton 
who  brought  the  Polka  Dot  Accordian 
Band,  trained  by  Sister  Camozzi  who 
also  made  colourful  shields  depicting  the 
national  emblems  carried  by  young 
people  representing  the  various  ethnic 
groups  in  the  pageant.  The  six-piece  ac- 
cordian band,  the  Polka  Dots,  from 
Camp  Morton,  played  four  German 
numbers  and  later  on  two  Italian  num- 
bers. All  were  in  costume. 
Montreal:  The  Sisters  at  1923  Dorchester 
West  are  very  much  involved  in  Expo  ac- 
tivities both  within  and  without  the 
house. 

In  June  1966,  Sister  Edna  Deland  was 
invited,  at  the  request  of  Cardinal  Leger, 
to  attend  a  meeting  at  which  the  Pas- 
torale de  l'Expo  67  was  to  be  inaugu- 
rated. Sister  was  later  asked  to  be  the 
representative  of  the  Montreal  English- 
speaking  Communities  on  Pastorale.  As 
you  can  imagine,  this  involved  meetings 
—  monthly,  then  as  the  opening  date  of 
Expo  drew  near,  weekly. 

The  purpose  in  organizing  this  group 
was  to  make  certain  the  millions  of  visi- 
tors to  this  marvelous  event  —  Expo  — 
would  be  impressed  by  the  image  of  the 
Church  in  the  Montreal  Community. 
The  hope  is  that  the  faithful  will  be  sol- 
icitous to  excel  in  practising  sobriety  and 
courtesy,  respect  and  fraternal  charity  to 
all,  regardless  of  creed  or  colour. 

Many  types  of  services  are  to  be  re- 
ndered by  Pastorale  to  ensure  that  all, 
rich,  poor,  sick  and  disabled  will  have  a 
chance  to  visit  Expo  —  not  just  to  view  it 
from  Jacques  Cartier  bridge  —  and  bene- 


fit "dans  la  mesure  du  possible"  in  all 
this  event  has  to  offer.  Committee  mem- 
bers have  been  busy  making  surveys  in 
all  the  parishes  to  obtain  the  number, 
names  and  addresses  of  the  needy  so 
that  they  may  be  escorted  onto  Expo 
grounds  and  cared  for  while  there.  Ar- 
rangements are  even  being  made  to  have 
baby  sitters  go  to  the  homes  of  poor  par- 
ents while  they  enjoy  Expo.  The  various 
Welfare  Organizations  have  been  tap- 
ped —  and  have  responded  generously 
to  supply  passports  for  the  needy. 

The  climax  came  a  short  time  ago 
when  Sister  Deland  was  asked  to  trans- 
late into  English  the  French  Documen- 
tary that  accompanies  the  slides  of  the 
different  pavilions.  The  midnight  oil  was 
burned  for  many  nights.  For  their  help  in 
this  Centennial  project,  Sister  is  most 
grateful  to  Sisters  FitzPatrick  and 
Johnson,  Terry  Fisher  and  Jenny  Guil- 
foyle.  To  Father  Monet  also  who  devoted 
four  and  a  half  hours  of  his  precious  time 
to  tape  the  finished  product. 

Sister  Patenaude  with  four  girls 
played  the  guitar  and  sang  at  an  inter- 
faith  wedding.  Both  the  Catholic  Priest 
(Franciscan)  and  the  Pastor  of  the  Dutch 
Reformed  Church  presided  over  the 
ceremony.  It  was  a  happy  experience  for 
all. 

Sinnett,  Sask.:  We  have  heard  from  Sis- 
ter Joan  Coffey  that  on  Vocation  Day  in 
Regina  four  Loyola  students  won  prizes 
for  Vocation  posters,  at  the  Deanery 
level,  and  a  Grade  1  student,  age  6,  won 
second  prize  on  the  Diocesan  level. 
Prizes  for  the  Diocesan  competition  were 
presented  by  the  Archbishop  but  as  the 
Sisters  did  not  know  in  time,  their  prize 
winner  was  not  present.  However,  Sis- 
ter Anita  Hartman  accepted  the  prize  on 
his  behalf  and  as  she  was  coming  back  to 
her  place  a  little  boy  was  heard  to  re- 
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mark:  "Did  she  draw  a  poster?" 

Grand  Forks,  North  Dakota:  On  April  30 
Sister  Ready  and  Sister  Hudon  repre- 
sented our  Community  at  a  Youth  and 
Sister  Sharing  Day  held  in  Grafton. 

Six  Communities  of  Sisters  and  ap- 
proximately ninety  girls  participated  in  a 
Bible  Vigil.  This  was  followed  by  a  panel 
of  speakers  —  a  Sister,  Priest-phy- 
chologist  and  a  mother  of  a  family.  Dis- 
cussion on  the  different  vocations  in  life 
then  took  place  with  the  students  them- 
selves being  the  leaders. 

Displays  of  the  works  of  the  different 
sisterhoods  were  set  up  as  well.  Celebra- 
tion of  Mass  climaxed  the  day.  At  the  Of- 
fertory, fresh  buns  were  taken  to  the 
altar  by  a  Sister  and  one  of  the  girls. 
These  buns  were  blessed  and  distributed 
later  at  supper  in  the  Cafeteria. 

An  unexpected  blizzard  brought  the 
evening  to  an  earlier  closing  than  was 
anticipated. 

A  short  time  ago  the  Sisters  in  Grand 
Forks  had  a  new  experience.  A  prospec- 
tive postulant  came  to  live  with  them  for 
three  days.  Our  way  of  life  was  quite 


new  to  her  but  she  fitted  in  well.  As  a  re- 
sult of  heavy  snows  during  the  winter, 
the  basement  of  our  house  received 
more  than  its  share  of  moisture.  The 
"prospective"  was  exposed  to  "wiping 
up  the  water"  and  the  Sisters  were  glad 
of  the  extra  hands. 


Toronto  —  No.  4:  A  Centennial  Tea 
headed  the  list  of  activities  at  No.  4.  Miss 
Mangan,  a  member  of  the  Motherhouse 
Advisory  Board,  lent  us  a  very  special 
Irish  damask  table  cloth  which  was  100 
years  old.  Her  mother  had  used  it  when 
entertaining  V.I.P.s  like  Sir  John  A.  Mac- 
Donald.  Centennial  Rose  serviettes,  red, 
white  and  blue  candles  and  flags  added 
to  the  decor. 

With  each  issue  of  The  Field  at  Home 
about  twelve  or  more  girls  go  to  the 
Motherhouse  to  help  put  the  magazines 
into  envelopes.  The  work  is  finished  in 
about  an  hour  then  tea  is  served.  The 
girls  bring  their  own  records  and  seem  to 
enjoy  the  evening.  Those  at  No.  2  find  it 
a  great  blessing  to  have  such  willing  hel- 
pers. 


Taken  from 

Father  Daly's  Editorial 

July  1934,  F.A.H. 


. . .  Our  "In  Memoriam"  is  of  a  very  spe- 
cial nature  -  a  duty  of  deep  gratitude. 
Was  not  Archbishop  McNeil  the  Father 
and  Friend  of  the  little  Institute  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service?  He  made  its  founda- 
tions possible.  Without  his  guidance  and 
influence  our  Canadian  Missionary  Soci- 
ety would  not  be  in  existence  today.  No 
mother  ever  watched  with  more  care  and 
affection  over  the  cradle  of  a  beloved 
child  as  the  Archbishop  did  over  our  nas- 
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cent  and  struggling  Institute.  His  great 
love  for  Church  and  Country  gave  him 
the  vision  of  what  its  foundation  and  de- 
velopment would  mean  in  time  to 
Mother  Church  in  Canada.  His  ardent 
Catholicism  and  enlightened  patriotism 
made  him  sponsor  and  help  this  modern 
religious  movement  which  undoubtedly 
was  at  its  birth  a  departure  from  the  trad- 
itional path.  Facts  have  proven  that  he 
was  right  in  this  apostolic  venture. 
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What  is  the  world  coming  to?  This  is  a 
question  many  may  ask  as  we  hear  of  the 
development  of  diabolic  weapons  capa- 
ble of  global  destruction,  increase  in  vio- 
lence, crime  and  pollution,  and  the  de- 
cline in  moral  standards.  Let  us  not 
forget  that  God  is  in  control  and  we  can 
rely  on  His  loving  care,  and  recall  the  bi- 
blical account  of  the  negotiations  be- 
tween God  and  Abraham  to  save  Sodom 
and  Gomorrah;  how  He  decreased  the 
number  from  50  to  10  innocent  people  re- 
quired to  save  these  cities. 

Optimistically,  perhaps,  I  rather  sense 
there  is  a  greater  interest  noticeable  too 
among  the  young  in  helping  out  the  less 
fortunate  and  a  return  to  greater  spiritual 
values. 

I'm  reminded  of  the  words  of  John 
Milton  in  "Paradise  Lost": 

"Accuse  not  nature,  she  has  done  her  part, 
Do  thou  but  thine. " 

It  has  been  said  that  "Memories  are 
Roses  for  our  Decembers".  I  do  hope  that 
you  have  enjoyed  these  "Roses"  which  I 
have  brought  you  through  the  pages  of 
the  "FIELD  AT  HOME"  during  this  year 
of  the  S.O.S.  60th  Jubilee.  It  was  my  in- 


tention to  acquaint  you  with  the  spirit, 
aims,  apostolates,  and  the  sisters  who 
are  all  individual  parts  of  this  Twentieth 
Century  Community. 

I  would  ask  you  to  please  remember  in 
your  prayers  benefactors,  living  and 
dead,  and  all  the  friends  who  have 
joined  with  us  in  the  celebration  of  the 
S.O.S.  Diamond  Jubilee.  We  thank  God 
for  all  the  past  privileges  which  enabled 
the  Sisters  of  Service  to  serve  the  Church 
and  helped  them  to  love  their  neighbour 
and  those  most  in  need.  Here  we  include 
those  many  "Scrooges"  who  have  no  re- 
gard for  the  poor  but  who  need  dreams 
of  "Christmas  Past"  and  "Christmas  Fu- 
ture" and  the  sight  of  eternal  suffering  to 
awaken  them  to  the  joys  of  being  alive 
and  having  another  chance  to  respond  to 
the  cry  of  "Merry  Christmas". 

May  His  gentle  coming  light  all  hearts 
this  Season  and  share  His  love. 
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St.  Marguerite 
Bourgeoys 

Canonized  October  31,  1982 


The  Sisters  of  Service  congratulate  the 
Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  on  the  canoniza- 
tion on  October  31st,  of  their  foundress, 
Marguerite  Bourgeoys,  Canada's  first 
woman  saint,  who  came  to  Canada  from 
France  in  1653  and  began  her  life  as  a 


pioneer  missionary  in  Ville  Marie 
(Montreal),  Quebec,  where  she  estab- 
lished her  Congregation.  We  wish  the 
Congregation  of  Notre  Dame  continued 
success  in  the  work  which  was  initiated 
by  their  holy  foundress. 


The  Sisters 
of  St.  Joseph 

Mother  Lidwina  and  Mother  Othilia 


Though  I  never  met  either  Mother  Lid- 
wina or  Mother  Othilia  of  the  Sisters  of 
St.  Joseph,  Toronto,  I  have  heard  of 
them  often  through  the  sisters  who  were 
trained  in  the  religious  life  by  Mothers 
Lidwina  and  Othilia. 

The  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of  Toronto 
agreed  to  lend  one  of  their  sisters  to  the 
newly-born  Sisters  of  Service.  From  1923 
to  1926  Mother  Lidwina  performed  the 
offices  of  Superior  General,  the  local 
Superior  and  Novice  Mistress  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service. 

In  1926  Mother  Lidwina  gave  up  this 


office  due  to  ill  health  and  she  was  re- 
placed by  Mother  Othilia.  While  of  dif- 
ferent temperaments  the  dedication  and 
courage  of  Mothers  Othilia  and  Lidwina 
were  alike.  Both  worked  tirelessly  to  es- 
tablish the  S.O.S.  Institute  on  solid  foun- 
dations. 

And  as  Father  Daly  wrote  years  ago 
"the  gratitude  of  the  S.O.S.  must  last  as 
long  as  we  do" .  This  we  believe  to  be  true 
as  we  realize  the  debt  of  gratitude  the 
S.O.S.  owe  both  Mother  Lidwina  and 
Mother  Othilia.  It  is  a  debt  only  God  can 
repay. 


The  Hope  Before  Us 

Ministry  to  Higher  Education 

Rita  Patenaude,  S.O.S. 


The  city  is  Calgary,  the  place:  The  Living 
Room,  a  meeting  room  for  Catholic  uni- 
versity students  at  St.  Pius  X  parish.  It  is 
the  termination  of  an  important  meeting 
between  students  and  chaplains. 

A  student  says  to  me,  "Rita,  you're 
leaving  us  tomorrow  to  go  in  to  other 
campuses;  will  you  bless  us  now  before 
you  go?"  I  am  touched  by  the  depth  of 
commitment  of  these  students  to  "be 
church"  on  campus  and  touched  also  by 
their  openness  to  my  ministry  to  them. 
We  rise,  and  as  we  stand  around  the  can- 
dle which  burned  throughout  the  meet- 
ing, I  gather  up  in  prayer,  the  fragments 
of  their  goodness,  their  dreams,  their 
fidelity,  their  joys  and  pains,  their  rich- 
ness and  their  poverty  and,  extending 
my  hands  over  them,  ask  God  to  bless 
them  with  purity  and  wisdom. 

The  city  is  Windsor,  the  Place:  As- 
sumption University.  It  is  the  conclusion 
of  the  National  Newman  Conference,  a 


yearly  conference  for  Catholic  university 
students  from  across  Canada.  Feelings 
are  runnin  high,  since  during  these  five 
days  of  conference,  students  have 
forged  bonds  of  friendship.  They  have 
worked,  played  and  prayed  together 
and  now  with  their  chaplains  they  are 
gathered  in  a  closing  celebration  of 
Eucharist.  They  pause  to  thank  and  bless 
the  hosting  group  and  to  pass  on  the  can- 
dle to  the  hosting  group  of  the  '83  confer- 
ence. They  offer  words  of  encourage- 
ment and  support.  They  present  to  me, 
the  National  Newman  Chaplain,  a 
cheque  for  $1,300,  a  gift  from  Canadian 
students  to  a  Nigerian  Bishop  towards 
the  building  of  a  Catholic  centre  on  the 
campus  of  a  new  university. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  Eucharist  each 
student  and  chaplain  individually  is  af- 
firmed and  sent  forth  by  Father  Michael 
Brand,  C.S.B.  (main  celebrant)  and  my- 
self. 
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Ann  Marie  Fitzgerald,  student,  University  of  Calgary;  Sr.  Rita  Patenaude,  S.O.S. ;  Art  Menu,  S.J., 
Chaplain,  Campion  College,  University  of  Regina;  Maureen  Viet,  student,  University  of  Calgary;  Sr. 
ZitaMaier,  Chaplain,  St.  Peter's  College,  Muenster,Sask.;  Ms.  Lynne  Beyak,  Chaplain,  St.  Joseph's 
College,  University  of  Alberta. 
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These  are  but  two  examples  of  how  I 
am  present  to  Catholic  University  chap- 
lains and  students  in  our  Canadian  Uni- 
versities. I  fulfill  this  role  of  presence  at 
the  request  of  the  Campus  Ministers  and 
with  the  approval  and  support  of  our 
Bishops. 

The  women  and  men  who  are  en- 
gaged in  university  ministry  come  from  a 
variety  of  backgrounds:  teaching,  social 
work,  parish  ministry,  religious  forma- 
tion and,  more  recently,  the  experience 
itself  of  participating  actively  in  a  univer- 
sity faith  community.  They  came  with 
gifts  of  prayer,  counselling  and  liturgy. 
They  come  with  skills  for  community 
building,  leadership  training  and  retreat 
work.  But  most  of  all,  they  come  to  rec- 
ognize and  celebrate  Christ's  presence 
on  the  university  campus  and  to  be  pre- 
sent there  in  a  ministering  way. 

Ministry  to  the  ministers  is  a  lively  and 
enriching  experience.  Practically  it 
means  keeping  people  in  touch  with 
each  other  through  meetings,  an  annual 
conference  and  visits  to  each  campus. 
Sometimes  it  means  consultation  regard- 
ing some  new  direction  or  project  or 
mediation  when  there  is  some  stress  or 
crisis.  It  also  includes  representing  uni- 


versity ministry  to  our  Bishops. 

In  1969  chaplaincy  to  Canadian  Uni- 
versities took  on  a  new  look  —  women 
became  part  of  the  ministry  and  the  con- 
cept of  ministry  teams  became  a  reality. 
Team  ministry,  that  is,  teams  made  up  of 
the  ordained  and  non-ordained,  lay 
women  and  men,  religious,  continues  to 
be  our  ideal  and  we  work  towards  it  with 
more  or  less  success.  One  of  the  main 
concerns  of  the  new  Canadian  training 
program  for  campus  ministry  is  to  pro- 
vide models  for  team  ministry. 

The  city  is  Waterloo,  the  place:  Notre 
Dame  Chapel  and  St.  Jerome's  College; 
the  time:  noon  Eucharist  on  the  day  I 
leave  for  a  four  week  tour  of  Atlantic 
Universities.  My  university  home  com- 
munity blesses  me  with  words  of  en- 
couragement and  support  and  sends  me 
forth  to  be  a  source  of  encouragement 
and  support  to  others. 

Sister  Rita  Patenaude  has  been  a  Sister 
of  Service  since  1952.  She  became  a  Uni- 
versity chaplain  in  1972  and  in  1979  was 
elected  National  University  Chaplain, 
the  first  woman  to  hold  this  position. 
Since  May  1980  Sister  has  fulfilled  this 
position  on  a  full  time  basis. 


The  Cookie  Sister  of  Edson 

by  Ursula  Martin 


She  was  known  as  "the  Cookie  Sister"  by 
all  the  children  and  several  dogs  on  the 
block.  Many  afternoons  she  unofficially 
ran  Edson's  first  drop-in  centre  for 
young  children  during  the  after  school 
hours  when  moms  were  still  at  work. 
The  children  came  to  spend  time  at  the 
hospital  laundry  and  were  always  as- 
sured of  at  least  one  cookie. 

Hermine  LaMothe  was  born  in 
Montreal  on  August  15,  1897,  the  fourth 
of  a  family  of  eight. 

She  attended  a  convent  school,  the 
early  grades  in  French,  high  school  in 
English.  "There  was  not  all  the  fuss  be- 
tween English  and  French  that  there  is 
now,"  she  recalls.  "Children  attended 
whichever  school  they  wanted.  Those 
going  to  English  school  had  one  hour 
French  instruction  a  day  and  vice  versa 
in  the  French  schools.  We  all  got  on 
fine." 
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After  completing  her  high  school  edu- 
cation she  took  a  business  course,  but 
did  not  immediately  make  use  of  it.  In- 
stead she  stayed  home  for  a  few  years. 

At  one  time  her  family  lived  a  few 
miles  outside  the  city.  Hermine  learned 
to  ride  a  horse  when  she  was  "knee  high 
to  a  grasshopper"  as  she  terms  it.  They 
always  had  horses  at  her  home,  even 
later  when  they  moved  into  the  city,  and 
Hermine  always  loved  animals. 

Later,  when  she  went  to  work,  she  al- 
ways carried  sugar  in  her  pocket  and  vis- 
ited the  draught  horses  behind  Eaton's 
to  bring  them  a  daily  treat. 

Her  mother  died  in  1912  and  her  father 
in  1918. 

Hermine  went  to  work  fo  the  Bell  Tele- 
phone. Just  after  W.W.  1  women  were 
beginning  to  be  employed  in  offices.  "I 
remember  we  girls  used  to  sneak  in  the 
side  door  because  we  were  not  sure  how 
the  men  would  accept  us."  Hermine  was 
in  charge  of  accounts  receivable.  "People 
would  get  pretty  rude  when  I  called 
them  and  said  that  their  bills  were  over- 
due." She  was  the  highest  paid  female 
employee  in  the  office  at  $60  a  month. 
There  certainly  was  no  parity  in  wages 
between  men  and  women. 

It  was  during  this  time  that  a  small 
voice  seemed  to  tell  Hermine  she  should 
become  a  religious. 

One  day  she  listened  to  a  talk  given  by 
Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  who  had  been  ap- 
pointed by  his  Provincial  to  attend  to  the 
spiritual  and  financial  welfare  of  a  new 
community  founded  in  Toronto  in  1922, 
the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Here  members  were  trained  to  work  as 
missionaries  in  the  West. 

Father  Daly  spoke  of  the  need  for 
people  willing  to  help  immigrants  from 
Central  Europe  to  learn  the  English  lan- 
guage and  to  provide  religious  instruc- 
tion to  their  children.  He  said  that  the 
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sisters  were  often  required  to  use  horses 
in  order  to  carry  out  their  work. 

The  talk  evoked  an  instant  response  in 
Hermine.  "This  is  exactly  what  I  want," 
she  thought.  The  possibility  of  using 
horses  was  an  added  bonus.  "As  it 
turned  out  I  only  used  horses  once  dur- 
ing my  life  with  the  Sisters  and  that  has 
been  my  big  disappointment." 

Hermine  LaMothe  entered  the  com- 
munity of  the  Sisters  of  Service  on  June 
20,  1926. 

After  a  short  period  of  training  in  the 
Mother  House  she  was  appointed  to 
work  in  a  club  for  girls.  Her  duties  in- 
cluded meeting  the  boat  trains  to  wel- 
come young  girls  who  had  emigrated 
from  the  British  Isles  to  take  up  domestic 
service  in  Canada. 

The  girls  would  stay  at  the  club  for  a 
while  while  they  were  looking  for  work. 
The  club  acted  as  an  employment 
agency.  Women  in  Toronto  requiring  a 
domestic  servant  would  phone  the  club 
and  Sister  LaMothe  would  send  out  one 
of  the  girls. 

"Many  of  these  girls  did  not  know 
anything  about  working  as  domestics. 
They  had  been  mill  hands  in  the  Old 
Country  and  some  were  even  illiterate.  I 
remember  one  of  our  sisters  giving  some 
good  advice  to  one  of  the  girls.  "The  lady 
wants  a  cook.  You  just  tell  her  you  are 
not  used  to  Canadian  cooking  and  then 
watch  closely  what  she  does,  it  won't 
take  you  long  to  learn/' 

"I  remember  another  girl  who  just 
seemed  to  be  very  slow  to  learn  any- 
thing. She  did  not  even  know  how  to 
scrub  a  floor.  A  woman  decided  to  take 
her  and  teach  her.  It  was  a  lucky  thing  for 
the  girl  who  would  otherwise  have  had 
to  be  sent  back  to  Ireland." 

On  their  days  off  the  girls  often  re- 
turned to  the  club  to  have  supper  and 
socialize. 


West 

The  Sisters  of  Service  had  come  to  Edson 
to  take  over  the  abandoned  old  frame 
structure,  formerly  the  Lady  Minto  Hos- 
pital. Sister  LaMothe  joined  them  in 
1929.  She  worked  in  the  office  and 
nursed  patients.  Many  immigrants  had 
arrived  from  Central  Europe  to  work  in 
the  mines.  Most  of  them  did  not  speak 
any  English.  Hermine  LaMothe  was  one 
of  the  sisters  who  would  go  to  visit  these 
families  to  make  them  welcome  in  a  new 
country.  She  also  gave  religious  instruc- 
tion to  their  children. 

"We  were  jacks  of  all  trades  and  there 
was  plenty  to  do.  Often  it  was  11  p.m. 
before  we  got  to  bed  after  a  full  clay's 
work;  but  We  enjoyed  the  work  and  it 
was  worth  doing,  and  that  is  all  that  mat- 
ters." It  was  during  this  period  that  Sis- 
ter LaMothe  had  her  only  experience  of 
using  a  horse  to  go  visiting  when  the 
mud  prevented  access  by  any  other 
means. 

She  remembers  a  train  wreck  which 
happened  near  Bickerdike  in  1931.  The 
hospital  was  flooded  with  casualties. 
There  were  only  15  beds  and  some  of  the 
less  seriously  wounded  had  to  be 
housed  elsewhere.  Sister  remembers 
one  woman  patient  arriving  with  all  of 
her  belongings  stuffed  into  a  pillow  case. 
Flustered  by  the  accident  she  had 
emptied  her  suitcases  into  a  pillow  case 
before  she  was  brought  to  the  hospital. 
Other  postings 

That  accident  was  a  big  factor  in  the  deci- 
sion to  build  a  new  36  bed  hospital. 
"Things  were  different  then, "  says  Sister 
LaMothe.  "We  did  not  spend  forever 
planning  and  doing  paper  work.  The 
Red  Brick  Hospital  was  started  in  the 
spring  of  1931  and  completed  in  the  fall." 

Sister  LaMothe  was  recalled  to  To- 
ronto in  1932  and  again  worked  in  the 
girl's  club  for  a  year. 


After  that  she  returned  to  the  west; 
this  time  to  Vilna,  Alberta,  where  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  also  used  to  have  a  hospi- 
tal. She  worked  in  the  office,  taught  reli- 
gion and  helped  out  wherever  needed. 
She  stayed  there  for  nine  years. 

At  the  end  of  that  time  she  was  sent  to 
a  small  mission  of  two  in  Marquis,  Sas- 
katchewan. Another  sister  taught  school 
and  Sister  LaMothe  did  the  housekeep- 
ing as  well  as  visiting  and  teaching  reli- 
gion to  the  children.  When  that  small 
mission  closed  she  went  to  another  one 
and  then  for  three  years  to  a  girls'  club  in 
Edmonton. 

In  1946  she  returned  to  Edson  and  has 
remained  here  ever  since. 

"Here  is  Your  Gang" 

She  was  appointed  supervisor  of  the 
laundry  and  remained  in  that  position 
for  25  years.  It  was  hard  work.  The  linen 
was  washed  three  times  a  wek  and  had 
to  be  hung  out  for  drying.  During  the 
winter  it  was  taken  via  the  underground 
tunnel  which  connected  the  red  brick 
hospital  with  the  nurses'  old  residence 
and  hung  to  dry  in  the  basement. 

The  laundry  had  one  washing 
machine,  a  small  machine  for  washing 
small  articles  and  an  extractor  which 
needed  careful  tending. 

"We  thought  we  were  in  heaven  when 
we  got  our  first  dryer  in  1960." 

The  non  washing  days  were  used  for 
ironing  aprons  and  uniforms  of  the  staff 
and  other  laundry  connected  chores. 

After  school  during  the  afternoons  the 
laundry  acted  as  a  drop-in  centre  for  sev- 
eral children  who  came  to  spend  the  af- 
ternoon with  sister  while  waiting  for 
their  working  mothers  to  return  home. 
Custodian  Grant  would  open  the  door  to 
the  connecting  furnace  room  and  an- 
nounce: "Your  gang  is  here,  Sister."  One 
of  the  neighbourhood  dogs  also  made 


regular  visits  to  the  laundry,  assured  of 
receiving  a  cookie.  "He  was  fussy.  He 
did  not  like  store  bought  cookies;  so  I  al- 
ways had  some  home  made  on  hand  for 
him." 

Sister  LaMothe  always  found  time  to 
visit  the  patients  in  the  hospital  and  ex- 
change a  cheerful  word. 

In  1971  after  46  years  of  faithful  service 
Sister  LaMothe  was  forced  to  retire  from 
active  duty  due  to  bad  health.  "I  did  not 
really  retire,  I  just  took  on  another  job," 
she  smiles.  She  now  takes  care  of  the  arc- 
hives and  annals. 

She  lives  in  the  Sisters'  residence  on 
6th  Avenue  and  still  goes  visiting  the  pa- 
tients in  the  hospital  and  the  nursing 
home  when  she  can.  This  is  not  as  often 
as  she  would  like.  She  is  now  confined  to 
a  wheelchair  and  finds  it  extremely  diffi- 
cult to  negotiate  the  long  connecting 
walkway  between  the  hospital  and  the 
residence. 

Reprinted  from  the  Edson  Leader,  Oc- 
tober 13, 1982,  with  permission  of  the  au- 
thor, Ursula  Martin,  Feature  Writer  on 
the  Staff  of  the  Edson  Leader,  Edson,  Al- 
berta. 


Msgr.  Carl  Albury 

We  ask  the  prayers  of  our  readers  for  the 
repose  of  the  soul  of  Msgr.  Carl  Albury 
of  Victoria,  B.C.,  a  good  friend  and 
benefactor  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  who 
died  recently. 

Msgr.  Albury  was  a  brother  of  our  late 
Sister  Carolyn  Albury  who  died  Feb- 
ruary 5,  1978. 
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The  Landed  Immigrant 

Sister  Veronica  Gillis 


The  Editor  has  asked  me  to  write  some- 
thing about  the  story  of  my  vocation.  As 
I  was  born  and  raised  by  the  sea  I  shall 
begin  my  narrative  by  the  sea. 

When  I  was  a  child  of  7  years,  my  sister 
and  I  were  one  day  sitting  by  the  sea  and 
talking  about  "living  on  an  Island".  She 
ended  the  conversation  by  saying:  "If 
you  ever  leave  home,  you  will  have  to 
cross  the  sea  in  a  ship,  and  if  you  live  in 
another  country  you  will  be  an  Immig- 
rant". I  said:  "Then  I  shall  never  leave 
Newfoundland.  I  don't  want  to  be  an  im- 
migrant and  have  to  wear  a  shawl  on  my 
head  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

Again  the  sea.  I  often  watched  the  re- 
flection of  the  moon  on  the  ocean  at 
night.  This  particular  night  it  seemed 
beyond  description.  It  spoke  to  me  of  the 
presence  of  God,  His  beauty,  strength 
and  love.  I  wanted  to  devote  my  life  to 
Him  completely  —  and  I  said:  "I  am 
going  to  be  a  nun".  In  an  instant  all 
beauty  vanished  —  "nonsense,  non- 
sense, you  are  not  going  to  be  a  nun".  I 
walked  around  the  room  three  times 
hoping  to  shake  the  idea. 

I  taught  school  in  Port  au  Port,  my 
home,  and  on  the  Peninsula.  During  my 
teaching  years  the  thought  of  teaching 
religion  to  chidren  often  came  to  me. 
How  could  that  be  done  and  where?  Do  I 
have  to  be  a  nun  to  do  that  work?  Do  I 
have  a  vocation???  The  reflection  of  the 
moon  inspired  me.  If  I  knew  for  sure. 
Every  opportunity  I  watched  the  reflec- 
tion, but  there  was  never  a  repeat.  God 
calls  us  in  many  ways  and  now  I  know 
that  was  MY  CALL. 

I  searched  through  books  and  papers 
for  information.  Then  one  Sunday  as  I 
read  the  Catholic  Record,  I  saw  a  tiny  ar- 
ticle written  about  the  Sisters  of  Service 
asking  young  ladies  to  join  the  Commu- 
nity. Their  work  —  TO  TEACH  RELI- 
GION TO  CHILDREN  IN  WESTERN 
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CANADA.  Write  G.  T.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  2 
Wellesley  Place,  Toronto.  At  last,  just 
what  I  was  looking  for.  I  wrote  and  be- 
fore long  my  application  was  accepted. 

When  I  spoke  to  my  mother,  she  said 
"Don't  you  think  God  is  satisfied  with 
two?  Is  He  asking  for  three?"  I  answered 
"I  feel  He  is  asking  for  three."  She  said, 
"Very  well,  if  that  is  the  way  you  feel, 
you  may  go." 

My  mother,  like  so  many  other  good 
mothers  had  great  faith  and  looked 
beyond  this  world  into  eternity.  My  el- 
dest sister  died  a  Sister  of  Mercy  in  New- 
foundland; the  second,  a  Sister  of  Char- 
ity in  Halifax;  and  I  hope  to  die  a  Sister  of 
Service. 

I  left  my  Island  Home,  crossed  the  sea 
on  the  S.S.  Caribou  and  landed  in  Sydney. 
As  we  passed  through  Immigration  we 
received  our  cards.  When  I  came  to  the 
last  officer  he  said  "How  long  are  you 
going  to  stay  in  Canada?"  I  said  "I  am  en- 
tering the  Community  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  Toronto."  "OH!"  Down  came 
the  rubber  stamp.  He  passed  me  my 
card.  I  never  got  one  like  that  before  — 
then  it  dawned  —  this  time  you  are  not 
going  back.  I  looked  at  the  officer,  he 
smiled  and  said  "Yes  ma'am  and  if  you 
ever  decide  to  leave  Canada  report  to  Im- 
migration." 

I  repeated  to  myself  "AN  IMMIG- 
RANT". Then  my  heart  was  filled  with 
joy  and  I  whispered  aloud  "an  Immig- 
rant for  Christ,  an  Immigrant  for  Christ. " 
I  walked  toward  the  train  just  in  time  to 
hear  the  trainman  shout  "BOARD",  and 
the  Landed  Immigrant  boarded  the  train 
for  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Tornoto. 

The  Novitiate  —  You  enter  on  a  com- 
plete new  way  of  life  —  you  learn  to  live 
community  and  all  THAT  GOES  WITH 
IT. 

At  the  beginning  of  my  novitiate  I  was 
very  unhappy  —  nothing  seemed  to  be 
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right,  the  place  was  depressing,  I  had  no 
interest  in  what  was  going  on.  When  I 
was  there  a  few  days  a  senior  novice  es- 
corted rne  to  the  third  floor.  She  gave  me 
a  corn  broom  with  a  long  white  handle 
and  told  me  to  sweep  the  dormitories. 
The  job  wasn't  too  hard,  at  least  I  could 
sweep  and  reflect  on  my  misery. 

I  prayed  constantly  to  know  God's 
Will;  then  after  three  or  four  weeks, 
standing  on  the  third  floor  with  the  corn 
broom  in  my  hand,  I  said  "Dear  God,  my 
loving  Father,  if  this  is  religious  life  it  is 
not  for  me.  You  know  I  want  to  do  the 
right  thing,  please  help  me."  Just  at  that 
instant  I  knew  I  was  in  the  right  place. 
God  never  lets  you  down. 

A  pleasant  surprise  during  my 
novitiate  was  a  visit  from  Archbishop 
Neil  MacNeil  of  Toronto.  He  was  Bishop 
of  St.  Georges  before  he  went  to  Victoria, 
B.C.  He  asked  about  many  people  from 
Port  au  Port  and  St.  Georges.  I  was  sur- 
prised at  the  memory  of  such  an  elderly 
person.  He  is  one  of  our  Co-founders. 

After  making  vows,  I  was  missioned 
in  our  residence  for  girls  in  Montreal  as  a 
bookkeeper.  I  entered  the  community 
with  the  idea  that  I  would  do  Cathecheti- 
cal  work  but  that  did  not  materialize.  I 
never  went  to  a  Catechetical  School  to 
teach  and  the  only  religion  I  taught  was 
when  I  was  stationed  in  Winnipeg,  for 
two  years  when  I  taught  religion  to  the 
Catholic  children  at  the  Provincial 
School  for  the  Deaf. 

I  was  destined  not  to  teach  children,  as 
I  expected  but  to  assist  girls  in  our  Resi- 
dences who  came  from  overseas  and 
other  areas  of  Canada  in  search  of  em- 
ployment. Our  tradition  followed  in 
these  residences  is  one  of  Prevention. 
We  maintain  this  through  our  concern 
and  friendship  in  a  positive  approach  by 
which  we  try  in  every  way  to  help  them 
develop  into  young  ladies  with  Christian 


values.  I  was  happy  to  assist  in  our  Resi- 
dences in  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Winnipeg 
Toronto  and  Halifax. 

I  went  to  Halifax  in  1945  and  I  must 
admit  that  it  was  the  most  interesting  8 
years  of  my  Apostolate.  Apart  from  resi- 
dence work  and  immigration  we  visited 
the  sick  and  the  poor  in  their  homes 
under  the  kindly  eye  of  the  grand  old 
man  of  Halifax,  Mr.  Cummings. 

When  immigration  was  at  its  peak, 
Halifax  was  the  key  Port  of  Entry.  From 
early  immigration  days  Halifax  was  al- 
ways noted  for  its  graciousness  in  wel- 
coming newcomers  to  Canada. 

Immigrants  came  from  all  walks  of  life, 
dentists,  lawyers,  doctors,  miners, 
musicians,  priests,  nuns  and  many 
others. 

Then  we  had  the  displaced  persons.  I 
remember  July  31,  1947,  the  Steamship 
General  N.B.  Stewart  docked  at  Halifax 
bringing  the  first  group  of  displaced  per- 
sons to  Halifax.  These  girls  made  the  Re- 
sidence their  home. 

After  that  the  refugees.  One  group  of 
400  Polish  refugees,  escaped  from  Po- 
land to  Sweden  where  in  four  small 
ships  they  crossed  the  ocean  in  20  days 
and  landed  in  Halifax. 

One  Sunday  afternoon  we  brought  a 
group  of  these  refugees  to  the  Resi- 
dence. In  the  group  was  a  music  profes- 
sor and  in  just  a  few  minutes  after  their 
arrival  came  the  sound  of  beautiful 
Polish  Hymns  and  songs. 

In  those  days  we  had  Benediction  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  on  Sunday  after- 
noons. Father  Richard  Murphy  came 
from  St.  Mary's  (he  said  he  heard  the 
music  when  he  left  the  house).  The 
Blessed  Sacrament  was  exposed  and  the 
singing  began.  These  Polish  refugees 
sang  on  and  on,  one  hymn  after  another 
until  Father  said  in  a  stage  whisper  "Sis- 
ter, I  don't  think  this  is  too  liturgical.  Can 
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you  get  them  to  sing  a  Benediction  hymn 
so  I  can  give  the  blessing."  I  relayed  the 
message  to  Sister  Dulaska  and  we  had  a 
Benediction  Hymn  followed  by  the  bles- 
sing. A  group  of  very  happy  refugees 
later  returned  to  the  the  Immigration 
building. 

Halifax  has  a  rich  Immigration  His- 
tory. I  hope  that  some  day  a  history  will 
be  written  going  back  to  1925  when  the 
Sisters  of  Service  went  to  Halifax  ex- 
pressly to  do  that  work.  Not  forgetting 
Abbe  Casgrain,  Father  Pius  and  Father 
Anthony  Deslauriers,  S.J.,  who  was  the 
Port  Chaplain  when  I  left  Halifax  in  1953. 

One  last  word  about  my  Island  Home 
"the  place  I  would  never  leave." 

In  1932  the  late  Father  James  Dwyer, 


C.Ss.R.,  who  was  stationed  at  the  Re- 
demptorist  Monastery  in  Corner  Brook, 
asked  for  volunteers  to  teach  religion  to 
children  at  Deer  Lake  and  the  Shute.  I 
went  to  the  Shute,  a  delightful  little  spot 
in  the  woods,  A  number  of  families  from 
other  parts  of  the  Island  gathered  there 
and  made  it  their  home.  They  built  a  log 
school  and  for  5  weeks  it  was  the  centre 
of  religious  teaching.  So  the  Shute  which 
is  now  St.  Jude,  is  celebrating  its  Golden 
Jubilee  of  Religious  Teaching.  St.  Jude, 
in  1982,  is  a  thriving  little  place  with  its 
own  beautiful  church  and  school.  I  recall 
many  pleasant  memories  of  that  period, 
particularly  the  kindness  of  the  Kennedy 
family  in  Deer  Lake. 


Some  of  the  children  50  years  ago 
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Frog  Lake  Indian  School 

by  Sister  Vera  Gallagher,  R.G.S. 


"Frog  Lake  Massacre"  reads  the  plaque 
at  Kitscoty  on  Highway  16.  Straight 
North  runs  the  road  to  Frog  Lake. 

Less  than  a  century  ago  the  Cree  In- 
dians turned  on  the  white  settlers  in  the 
fertile  Frog  Lake  area.  One  would  never 
guess  that  now. 

"The  Indians  on  this  reserve  are  ad- 
vanced," smiles  Sister  Barbara  Kowalski. 
She  ought  to  know:  Sister  Kowalski 
teaches  them. 

In  an  attractive  school  building, 
Grades  K  through  12,  Sister  Kowalski 
teaches  first  grade.  An  early  morning 
visit  found  students  clustered  around 
their  teacher  as  she  read  a  story.  The  chil- 
dren were  clean,  neatly  dressed,  and  ob- 
viously eager  to  learn.  All  speak  English 
when  beginning  school  (but  usually  in 
one  or  two-word  sentences);  in  many 
homes,  but  not  in  all,  the  Cree  language 
is  also  spoken.  Remarks  Sister,  "The  In- 
dian children  have  an  indefinable  but 
very  sweet  quality." 

Sister  Kowalski  lives  in  a  furnished 
trailer,  one  of  several  provided  for 
teachers  on  the  Reserve.  "I  get  lone- 
some," she  admits,  as  she  enthusiasti- 
cally welcomes  Sister  Gallagher. 

Leading  the  way  on  a  walk  down  to 
Frog  Lake,  Sister  Kowalski  gives  a  warn- 
ing hiss.  On  the  path  ahead  waddles  a 
very  fat  skunk  who,  hearing  voices  dis- 
appears peacefully  into  the  brush.  The 
Lake  is  expansive  and  dotted  with  is- 
lands, utterly  beautiful  in  the  northern 
twilight.  "I  like  to  come  here  and  drink  in 
some  of  the  peace"  says  Sister. 

The  school  inspector  paid  a  recent  visit 
to  Frog  Lake,  giving  Sister  Kowalski  a 
good  report.  Happy  about  that,  she 
explained  that  the  tribal  band  controls 
the  hiring  and  firing  of  teachers;  a 
teacher  can  be  fired  even  during  the 
school  year  if  the  Indians  so  determine. 
However,  Sister  Kowalski  is  obviously 


on  good  terms  with  the  Cree. 

Sister  drove  her  visitor  to  an  Indian 
house  where  they  were  warmly  wel- 
come by  Ann  Stanley,  a  tribal  band  coun- 
cillor, who  is  also  a  student  counselor  in 
the  school. 

A  variety  of  children  ran  around  in 
Ann's  home.  Sister  Kowalski  explained 
that  Ann  takes  in  foster  children,  having 
five  or  six  in  her  care  right  then.  Ann  also 
introduced  a  charming  four-year  old 
whom  she  is  adopting. 

Sister  thanked  Ann  for  taking  over  her 
Grade  One  during  the  thirty-minutes 
she  needed  to  recuperate  from  the 
school  inspector's  visit,  adding  that  Ann 
occasionally  helps  teachers  by  taking 
over  classes  in  emergencies.  Ann  herself 
taught  arts  and  crafts  for  three  years. 

Wakes  for  deceased  Indians  are  al- 
ways attended  by  Sister  Kowalski  who 
involves  herself  with  the  Cree  in  a  vari- 
ety of  ways.  She  described  a  Sunday  ser- 
vice of  prayer,  peace-pipe,  and  feast  held 
for  all  recently  deceased  Indians  by  the 
tribe  that  morning.  Most  of  the  Indians 
at  Frog  Lake  are  Catholic. 

Does  Sister  teach  religion  in  school? 

"Not  as  such,"  she  replies,  "but  wher- 
ever and  to  the  extent  that  I  can  incorpo- 
rate it  into  the  subject  matter,  I  do  bring 
religion  into  the  classroom.  That  is,  after 
all,  a  more  natural  way  for  children  to 
learn  about  God  and  His  love." 

Sister  Kowalski,  of  Ukrainian  and 
Polish  heritage,  is  proud  of  her  brother, 
member  of  the  Basilian  Order,  Greek 
Catholic  rite.  Indeed,  Ukrainian  chur- 
ches (Greek  Catholic  and  Greek  Ortho  - 
dox  rites)  with  their  unique  onion-  like 
steeples  dot  the  landscape  along  High 
ways  16  and  45,  leading  to  Frog  Lake. 

"I  enjoy  teaching  on  the  Reserve," 
says  Sister  Kowalski.  "Come  back  and 
visit  me  next  year,"  she  invited,  waving 
goodbye. 
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Sister  Margaret 
O'Reilly 

Ella  Zink,  S.O.S 


Sister  Margaret  O'Reilly  died  in  the 
S.O.S.  Retirement  Home  in  St. 
Catharines,  Ontario  on  September  27, 
1982.  Sister  was  born  in  Scotland  but,  fol- 
lowing the  death  of  her  dearly-loved 
grandmother  who  had  brought  her  up, 
she  came  to  Canada  to  join  her  only  sis- 
ter who  had  been  here  for  some  years. 
While  working  in  St.  Thomas,  Ontario 
Margaret  heard  about  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. She  entered  in  1924. 

One  word  comes  to  mind  when  think- 
ing about  Sister  O'Reilly  —  the  word 
love.  She  was  prodigal  in  her  giving  of 
love  and  responded  with  great  openness 
when  she  was  loved  in  return. 

As  a  young  religious  Sister  O'Reilly 
lived  on  rural,  teaching  missions  where 
she  kept  house  and  made  a  home  for  the 
teachers.  The  teachers  with  whom  she 
lived  have  repeatedly  told  how  her 
cheery  greeting  —  "Welcome  home, 
Ducky,  how  was  your  day?"  —  revived 
them  at  the  end  of  a  school  day.  Usually 
she  has  some  hilarious  incident  to  tell 
them  about.  She  was  a  good  raconteur  to 
whom  things  happened  and  they  lost 
nothing  in  the  telling.  Which  perhaps  is 
the  sign  of  a  good  story-teller. 

For  several  years  Sister  O'Reilly  had 
been  in  ill-health  but  this  in  no  way  af- 
fected her  personal  apostolate  which 
may  be  summed  up  as  "To  love  and  to 
pray".  She  was  a  great  reader  so  that  she 
did  not  suffer  from  the  loneliness  which 
is  so  often  an  accompaniment  to  ad- 
vanced age  and  ill  health. 

Sister  O'Reilly  had  been  ready  to  go  to 
God  for  a  long  time.  She  was  happy  to 
go.  So  we  don't  offer  sympathy  to  her 
nieces  and  nephews,  to  whom  she  was 
very  dear.  They  as  we,  have  another  ad- 
vocate with  the  Father.  She  will  not  need 
to  change;  she  will  just  continue  her  life- 
long vocation  of  love. 
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Sister  Anna  M. 
Coughlin 

Ella  Zink,  S.O.S 


Sister  Anna  Coughlin  died  in  St. 
Catharines  on  August  31,  1982  in  the 
46th  year  of  her  religious  life.  Sister  had 
been  ill  for  several  months  prior  to  her 
death. 

When  another  Montrealer  and  I  en- 
tered the  novitiate  in  1938,  Sister 
Coughlin  and  another  novice  were  as- 
signed to  help  us  get  into  our  postulant 
outfits.  Sister  Coughlin  made  a  deep  im- 
pression on  me  at  that  time,  an  impres- 
sion which  broadened  and  deepened 
during  our  novitiate  days  and  all 
through  later  years. 

Sister  Coughlin  was  unflappable,  a 
great  tease  with  an  amazing  sense  of 


humour,  who  never,  never  took  herself 
or  anything  else  too  seriously.  This  all 
added  up  to  a  woman  of  mature  and 
well-balanced  character  whom  it  was  a 
privilege  to  call  friend.  When  others 
might  gnash  their  teeth  in  frustration  or 
annoyance,  she  inevitably  saw  the  funny 
side  and  would  dissolve  in  tears  of 
mirth,  because  she  always  cried  as  she 
laughed. 

A  person  like  Sister  Coughlin  is  a 
source  of  strength,  a  support  on  any  mis- 
sion. As  a  teacher,  Sister  lived  in  most  of 
our  teaching  missions,  most  of  which 
were,  physically  at  least,  no  sinecures. 
She  never  complained,  was  always  the 
same  and  the  same  to  all. 


Many  of  us  loved  to  have  her  enliven 
recreation  with  tales  of  the  growing-up 
process  in  the  Coughlin  family  with  its 
two  girls  and  four  boys.  Most  of  these 
stories  were  hilarious  but  often  they 
were  as  well  quite  apposite  for  those  of 
us  who  were  not  endowed  with  her 
strengths. 

Quietly  and  on  her  own  initiative,  Sis- 
ter, in  recent  years  performed  some  very 
significant  services  for  the  Community. 
She  had  never  in  her  life  looked  for  or  ex- 
pected recognition. 

While  we  do  not  wish  her  back  with 
us,  her  brothers  and  sister,  and  the 
S.O.S.  will  miss  a  great  religious  and  a 
great  human  being. 
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From  the  Vatican 

October  6, 1982 


We  Have  Served 

Our  Deceased  Sisters 

Carolyn  Albury/February  5,  1978 
Agnes  Black/November  24,  1981 
Eileen  Bridgeo/January  1,  1971 
Mary  Burke/March  22,  1967 
Eva  Chartrand/June  24,  1976 
Frances  Church/December  21,  1955 
Anna  Coughlin/August  31,  1982 
Edna  Deland/November  20,  1975 
Eveleen  Donnelly/September  12, 1960 
Stella  Dube/April  10,  1973 
Josephine  Dulaska/February  18,  1978 
Agnes  Dwyer/ April  10,  1978 
Carmel  Egan/June  6,  1939 
Irene  Faye/ August  31,  1963 
Lidwina  Furman/March  14,  1978 
Anne  Geraghty/March  8,  1963 
Matilda  Grace/August  5,  1982 
Winnifred  Ingrouville/August  3, 1969 
Rose  Jolicoeur/November  5,  1978 
Angela  Jones/ April  5,  1925 
Jeannette  Kinch/January  7,  1969 
Florence  MacNeil/November  8,  1976 
Mary  MacNeil/January  26,  1933 
Marie  MacDougall/May  13,  1981 
Ruth  Mill/May  9,  1960 
Anne  O'Connor/February  23,  1981 
Mary  O'Kane/November  17,  1963 
Margaret  O'Reilly/September  27,1982 
Mary  Anne  Paradis/June  1,  1967 
Ida  Pickup/June  4,  1954 
Mary  Quinn/November  23,  1980 
Florence  Regan/January  8,  1972 
Mary  Rodgers/September  25,  1943 
Kathleen  Schenck/March  24,  1976 
Mary  Shostak/October  7,  1948 
Lydia  Tyler/December  3,  1956 
Gertrude  Walsh/October  29,  1976 
Catherine  Wymbs/February  23,  1954 


SECRETARIAT  OF  STATE 
"Dear  Sister  Helen, 

The  Holy  Father  was  pleased  to  receive 
the  message  which  you  sent  to  him  on 
the  occasion  of  the  Chapter  Session  of 
your  religious  community  during  your 
anniversary  year.  He  is  grateful  for  the 
sentiments  which  you  expressed,  and  he 
thanks  you  and  all  the  Sisters  for  the  sup- 
port of  your  prayers  and  for  your  solidar- 
ity in  faith. 

His  Holiness  invokes  upon  all  of  you 
the  outpouring  of  the  Holy  Spirit  so  that 
you  may  be  filled  with  strength  and  joy 
in  your  religious  consecration.  In  the 
love  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  he  cordially 
imparts  his  Apostolic  Blessing. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

(signed)  E.  Martinez 
Substitute" 

Sister  Helen  Hayes 
Sister  General 
Sisters  of  Service 
10  Montcrest  Boulevard 
Toronto,  Ontario 
M4K  1J7 


As  our  Jubilee  Year  is  quickly  coming  to 
an  end,  we  are  pleased  to  include  in  the 
F.  A.H.  the  above  message  from  the  Vati- 
can knowing  that  you  share  our  joy. 

Ed. 
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O  Lord,  our  Lord, 

how  glorious  is  your  name  over  all  the  earth! 
You  have 

exalted  your  majesty  above  the  heavens. 

Psalm  8:2 


J  love  you,  O  Lord,  my  strength 
O  Lord,  my  rock,  my  fortress, 
my  deliverer. 
My  God,  my  rock  of  refuge, 

my  shield,  the  horn  of  my  salvation, 
my  stronghold! 

Psalm  18:  2-3 
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Jubilee  Prayer 


As  Sisters  of  Service,  we  kindle 

the  light  of  jubilee, 

the  light  of  our  rejoicing. 

Grace  it,  make  it  a  sign 

of  hope,  warmth,  and  service  stronger  than  words, 
of  fire  that  wishes  to  spread, 

of  a  light  that  darkness  or  confusion  will  never  overcome. 
In  a  burning  bush 

You  spoke  to  Moses,  our  Father  in  Faith; 
in  a  pillar  of  fire 

you  led  your  children  out  of  captivity, 
into  the  freedom  of  your  love. 

Speak  to  us. 

Cast  flame  upon  the  dry  places  in  our  hearts, 
make  us  a  beacon  of  your  presence  in  the  world, 
we  who,  like  you,  have  come 
not  to  be  served  but  to  serve. 


Florence  Kelly,  s.o.s. 
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Clarenville  Celebrations 


V.A.  Mossey,  S.O.S. 


In  the  last  three  issues  of  our  magazine 
you  have  been  reading  and  reviewing 
the  activities  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  dur- 
ing these  sixty  years,  as  well  as  learning 
more  about  our  Founders.  For  those  of 
us  who  had  the  privilege  of  meeting  and 
knowing  the  Founders  of  our  Communi- 
ty, it  is  with  great  joy  that  we  recall  to 
mind  their  exemplary  attributes  and  the 
part  they  played  in  our  formation  as  Sis- 
ters of  Service.  Within  the  past  ten  years 
the  thrust  of  our  work  here  in  New- 
foundland has  changed  from  that  of  Re- 
sidence work  for  young  girls,  and  teach- 
ing, to  Catechetical  work  by  Correspon- 
dence in  areas  where  there  are  no  Catho- 
lic schools,  to  parish  work  and  family 
visiting.  It  is  not  my  intent  in  this  article 
to  tell  you,  our  readers,  what  we  are 
doing  for  others,  but  rather,  what  others 
are  doing  for  us  during  our  Jubilee  Year. 
News  has  a  way  of  getting  around,  and 
from  news  comes  ideas,  from  ideas 
comes  action. 

This  is  especially  true  when  the  news 
reaches  such  people  as  Mrs.  Susie  Sing- 
leton and  other  friends  in  Clarenville; 
Father  A.  Antle,  Mrs.  Anthony  Ryan 
and  the  ladies  of  Southern  Bay,  Father 
Larry  George  and  the  people  of  Gambo 
and  smaller  missions. 

Frequently,  in  Clarenville,  we  are  in- 
vited to  share  with  a  family  a  special 
Newfoundland  meal.  Susie  Singleton, 
one  of  our  pioneer  parishioners,  invited 
us  on  March  17  for  a  "bean"  supper.  Be- 
cause of  other  commitments  we  asked  if 
we  might  come  on  March  19,  the  Feast  of 
St.  Joseph. 

On  arrival  at  the  Singleton  home  we 
noted  that  the  dining  room  table  ex- 
tended into  the  living  room;  and  that  it 
was  set  up  in  banquet  style  for  17  people. 
In  one  single  chorus,  we  asked  "what  is 
going  on?"  Susie,  who  was  by  now 
beaming  with  excitement  said,  "the 


Jubilee".  Again,  unsuspecting  — 
"whose  Jubilee?"  "Yours,  your  60th". 

Then  the  other  guests  arrived.  There 
were  representatives  of  the  different  or- 
ganizations of  the  Parish  and  some  close 
friends.  In  the  absence  of  the  priest, 
Susie  called  on  me  to  ask  a  blessing. 
Heather  Singleton,  Susie's  daughter-in- 
law,  on  behalf  of  the  group,  presented 
the  Sisters  with  a  silver  tray  with  sugar 
and  cream  service  on  which  each  piece 
was  engraved  "Sisters  of  Service, 
Clarenville.  1922-1982." 

But  that  was  not  all.  A  huge  fruit  cake 
made  by  Susie  and  decorated  with 
"Happy  60th  Anniversary"  was  placed 
on  the  table.  As  I  was  cutting  the  cake 
Susie  kept  reminding  me  "Don't  cut  the 
pieces  too  large,  that  is  your  cake  and  I 
want  you  to  take  it  home".  Some  of  the 
cake  was  sent  to  Sister  Hayes  and  to  the 
Sisters  at  St.  Catharines.  We  would  have 
liked  to  share  it  with  you  all,  as  so  many 
people  here  in  Clarenville  say  "Susie 
Singleton  is  the  best  cook  in  the  town!" 

On  May  14,  a  formal  dinner  was  held 
in  honour  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in 
Gambo,  in  appreciation  for  their  service 
to  the  parish  and  missions.  The  dinner 
was  held  in  the  Gymnasium  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart  School,  in  Gambo,  at  five 
o'clock. 

The  Gymnasium  was  decorated  by  the 
students  and  Youth  Club  of  the  Parish 
under  the  leadership  of  the  teachers  and 
the  ladies  of  the  Altar  Society.  The  Sis- 
ters of  Service  Coat  of  Arms,  copied  and 
enlarged  by  students  from  Gambo,  was 
placed  behind  the  head  table.  In  front  of 
the  head  table  were  two  beautiful  jubilee 
cakes,  work  of  a  parishioner,  Mrs.  Joan 
MacDonald. 

The  Master  of  Ceremonies  was  Father 
James  Beresford,  Chancellor,  who  con- 
gratulated the  Sisters  of  Service.  He  then 
introduced  the  guests  who  were:  Bishop 
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Clarenville  60th  Jubilee  Celebration  —  March  19,  1982 


Presentation  by  Mrs.  Len  Singleton  to  Sister  Viola  Mossey,  S.O.S. 


Sister  Viola  Mossey,  S.O.S. 
with  Jubilee  Cake  and  gift  of 
silver  cream  &  sugar 
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Joseph  Faber  MacDonald,  Msgr.  Wood- 
ford, Vicar  General,  Fathers  K. 
McKenna,  S.J.,  Glavine,  C.Ss.R.,  Gin- 
gras,  George  Beresford,  Sister  H.  Lun- 
ney,  assistant  Superior  General  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service,  Sister  R.  Johnston,  of 
the  Sisters  of  Presentation,  Hon.  George 
and  Mrs.  Cross,  M.H.A.,  His  Worship 
the  Mayor  and  Mrs.  W.  Mullett. 

The  first  speaker  was  Father  K. 
McKenna.  S.J.,  a  long  time  friend  of  the 
S.O.S.,  and  a  member  of  the  Catholic 
Education  Committee  of  Newfoundland. 
Father  McKenna  gave  a  mini-history  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  and  noted  that  the 
Sisters  have  served  in  the  Province  for  29 
years.  A  Missionary  Religious  Commu- 
nity born  because  of  the  needs  of  the 
Church  in  Western  Canada,  today  they 
still  serve  where  the  needs  of  the  Church 
are  greatest. 

Bishop  MacDonald  spoke  of  the  pleas- 
ure it  was  for  him  to  witness  the  whole 
community  together,  as  many  branches 
on  the  same  vine;  the  S.O.S.  serving  in 
the  field  given  to  them  by  God,  the  par- 
ents with  their  own  families,  the 
teachers  in  their  classrooms,  all  serving 
one  another  as  ONE  FAMILY  IN 
CHRIST. 

Sister  Lunney  conveyed  her  gratitude 
on  behalf  of  Sister  Hayes  and  expressed 
her  pleasure  in  being  present  for  this  oc- 
casion. Father  Larry  George,  of  Gambo, 
congratulated  the  sisters  and  presented 
a  plaque  to  be  sent  to  Sister  Catherine 
Donnelly,  Co-foundress  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  The  plaque  carried  the  inscrip- 
tion: Happy  are  those  who  dream  dreams 
and  are  ready  to  pay  the  price  to  make 
them  come  true. 


Thank  you  Sister  Donnelly  for  letting 
us  share  in  your  dream  of  Service  in  Joy. 

On  May  25  a  triple  celebration  took 
place  at  Southern  Bay,  a  mission  of  nine 
families  in  the  Parish  of  Plate  Cove. 

For  this  occasion  we  were  all  invited  to 
join  Sister  Ready  who  distributed  certifi- 
cates to  the  children  who  had  success- 
fully completed  their  religion  courses. 

Much  to  our  surprise  a  beautiful 
Liturgy  was  prepared  and  offered  for  the 
S.O.S.  by  Rev.  A.  Antle,  pastor  of  Plate 
Cove  for  the  Jubilee. 

The  children's  choir  was  under  the  di- 
rection of  Mrs.  Anthony  Ryan  assisted 
by  Mrs.  Eileen  Prince.  Desmond  Ryan 
truly  proclaimed  God's  Word  in  the 
readings.  Father  Antle  in  his  homily, 
thanked  the  sisters  for  the  work  they  are 
doing  in  his  mission  and  expressed  his 
gratitude  for  their  assistance  in  the 
teaching  of  religion. 

After  Mass  a  presentation  was  made  to 
the  Sisters  by  Patricia  Ryan,  and  Lori 
Ann  Ryan  crowned  the  statue  of  Our 
Lady  while  the  choir  sang  hymns.  Father 
Antle  assisted  by  Sister  Ready  presented 
certificates  to  the  children.  Mrs.  Ryan  in- 
vited Father  Antle,  the  Sisters  and  con- 
gregation to  her  home  for  a  banquet  pre- 
pared by  the  mothers  of  the  children. 

Now,  as  our  Jubilee  Year  comes  to  an 
end,  we  are  most  grateful  to  these  gener- 
ous friends  who  through  these  celebra- 
tions have  made  this  year  such  a  memor- 
able one  for  us  here  in  Clarenville.  We 
again  look  ahead  with  the  courage  and 
faith  of  our  Founders  to  another  60  years 
of  Service  to  God  and  His  people. 


Gambo,  Nfld.,  May  14,  1982 

Standing:  Bishop  }.  Faber  MacDonald.  (left  to  right)  Father  Larry  George, 
Sister  Hilda  Lunney,  S.O.S. 
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May  25,  1982  Mass  at  Southern  Bay,  Newfoundland 


Crowning  Our  Lady  Desmond  Ryan  .  .  .  reading  the  Epistle 

Grade  8  student 

Southern  Bay,  Newfoundland  .  .  .  Mass,  May  25,  1982 


Sister  Viola  Mossey,  S.O.S.  and 
Patricia  Ryan  Grade  5  student. 


Group  Picture: 

Back  Row  .  .  .  left  to  right:  William  Ryan,  Desmond  Ryan,  Rev.  A.  Antle,  Pastor,  Sister 
Margaret  Ready,  S.O.S. 

Front  Row  .  .  .  Left  to  Right:  Kenny  Abbott,  Corey  Abbott,  Charlene  Quinton,  Patricia  Ryan, 
Tracy  Abbott,  Lori  Ann  Ryan, students  from  kindergarten  to  grade  8. 

24 


■s@s 


sisters  V I  of  I  ^  service 


lead  the  little  ones  to  Christ  . . . 
read  about  it  in  the  FIELD  AT  HOME 
Published  quarterly  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada, 

10  Montcrest  Blvd., 
Toronto,  Ontario,  Canada 
M4K  1J7 

RENEW  NOW! 
$2.00  for  each  year  subscription 


Name  . 
Address 


City   

Postal  (Zip)  Code 


Prov 


■s@s 


sisters^l  of  iS^service 


